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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It has been the design of the present work to collect and preserve 
a few curious pieces which may appear interesting to the lovers of 
bibliography. These have been extracted from printed tracts now 
extremely scarce, or from manuscripts, it is believed, never before 
made public. 

The lAfe of Churchyard is printed from two publications of that 
writer, which are of great rarity and price ; " The First Parte of 
Chippes,'* 4to. 1575, and '* Churchyard's Charge," 4to. 1580. These 
are preserved in the Bodleian Library and the Ashmole Museum, at 
Oxford, the former amongst the books of the learned Selden, the latter 
in those of Anthony i Wood. 

Wood's Life of Churchyard is taken from the " Athenae Oxonienses," 
as enlarged by Bliss, and lately published, London, 4to. 1813. 

The Christmas Carols, which are particularly curious, are extracted 
from a supposed unique copy or copies now in the possession of 
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Mr. Cotton, Student of Christ Church, to whom the Editor is happy of 
making this public acknowledgment for his kindness. 

Sir Philip Sydney^s Sonnets are from a Manuscript in the collection 
of Dr. Rawlinson in the Bodleian Library. There is every reason to 
suppose they are authentic, since the same Manuscript contains a great 
number of the Sonnets printed in his ** Arcadia'' and other works, 
which, with those now given, are ascribM to Sir Philip, whose name 
or initials are affixed to each of them separately. Another Sonnet from 
the same source will be found in the new edition of Wood's *' Athence," 
vol. 1, col. 5'25. 

Of the Fairy Poems the first is taken from a Manuscript in th* 
Bodleian. The others from a scarce volume the title of which will 
be found at length in the note at page 67. 

The whole impression of the present work consists of one hundred 
and four copies. 
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A 8T0RIE TRANSLATED OUT OF FRENCUE. 

Xn old tyme paste in Picardie there dwelt an honest man, 
Whose name the storie doeth not tell what he was called than, 
A wife he had, a bouse he helde, as farmers vse to doo. 
And lacked little for the same that did belong theretoo. 
And as Ood sent hym suffisance to rubbe fbrthe life here lent. 
So for to chore ▼nweldie age faire children God hym sent ; 
Of whiche he had one moste in minde, a lad of liuly spreete^ 
Who with great care he kept to schoole, as for his youth was meete. 
Thisboye, to glad his father's harte, in bookes set his delite," 
And leamd to make a Latine verse, to reade, and eke to write : t 
And for his nature was enclinde to studio leamyng's lore^ ' 

The better he aplied his schoole he profited the more. 
To make his schoole the sweeter seem with musicke mixed was 
The studie that he folio wd then, the tyme awaie to passe 
Good bookes were bought and instruments, greate charge was but smal let. 
If that thereby the father might the sonne some knowledge get. 
In seuen yeres (as tyme it was), this striplyng gan to taste 
Tyme well emploied, t3rme driuen forthe, and tyme ill sp^'t iu waste; 
And made no small account thereof, but still sought more to haue. 
Wherewith he to his father came, on knees this did he craue :— 
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I haoe, quoth he, dere father, now my chiiditfae daies ore ronney 

Aod, as I thinke, and yon beleue, my boye's delites are donne: 

And as my witte and grace hath sernd some learnyng haue I gote, 

Andy as I knowe you loue me well, on me you should not dote. 

I meane, I should not still at home, vnder my mother's wing, 

Be brought vp like a wanton child, and doe no other thing : 

The worlde is wide, I want no witte, your wealth is not so greate, 

But you maie thinke in ^ome dere yere I scarce desenie my meate ; 

And though your kinde and eustome is full father-like alwaie 

Yet should your sonne discretion haue to ease you as he maie ; 

Wherefore to make your burthen lesse let me goe seeke my happ. 

And let no longer now your sonne be lullde in mother's lapp. 

The father wise well vnderstoode his child's request at full, 

And that the fethers of his youth he thought awaie to pull, 

(Before he gaue bym leaue to parte) by councell graue and sage. 

Well boye, quoth he, now art thou come vnto thy flowryng age. 

Now art thou like the little wande that bent and bound will bee 

Unto his hande, or to his skill, that liste to maister thee: 

Now are ripe yeres soone rotten made, now art thou apt to take 

Bothe good and badd, but cheefly things that age bidds thee fortake^ 

And now large scope shall sone forget what short rein leamd in scbole. 

And thou that wisely wast brought Tp shall plaie the wanton foole 

Abrode, as wiide harebraius are wont, newe taken from their booke. 

And in a while laie all a side, nere after their on looke. 

In eury place of thy repaire thou shalt no father finde, 

Nor scarce a freende to who thou maiest at all tymes sho thy minde i 

But, on God's blessyng, goe thy waie, thy wilde otes are Tusowne^ 

Hereafter time shall leame thee well things to thee now Tuknowue. 

The ladde his leaue and farewell tooke, well fiimisht for the nonce. 

And had about hym, as 1 trowe, his treasure all at once. 

To court he came all maisterlesse, and sawe what likt hym beste. 

Of running leather were his shues, his feete no where could reste : 

His bookes to blade and bucklar chang'd, he gave ore scholar's trade 

Where reuell roysted all in ruffe, there be bis residence made. 

This rule had soone his purse so pickt that princoks wanted pence. 

And oft he saire some trussed vp that made but smaU offence: 



Hit father fanre frcMtt; Myng ibis, he come of honest stocke, 

He hofirying forthe a hatefull life, in many a wicked flocke i 

And pricked oft to slipper shifts, yet some regard he tooke. 

To be a sclander to his kinne, that kept hym to his booke : 

And, in a better moode to thriue, to seruice did he drawe, 

He must goe that the deniil drives, ye know neede hath no lawe* 

A maister of no meane estate, a mirrour in those daies. 

His happie fortune then hym gate, whose vertues must I praise. 

More heauenly were those gifts he had then yearthly was his forme. 

His corps to worthie for the graue, his fleshe no meate for worme. 

An erle of birthe, a God of sprite^ a Tullie for his tong. 

Me thiuke of right the worlde should shake when half his praise were rong: 

Oh ! cursed are those crooked crafts that his owne countrey wrought. 

To chop of sutche a chosen bed as our tyme nere forthe brought ! 

His knowledge crept beyond the Starrs, and raught to Joue's hie trone. 

The bowels of the yeartb he sawe, in his deepe breast vnknowne : 

His witt lookt through ecbe m^'s deuice, his iudgem«rt grou ded was, 

Almoste he had foresight to knowe ere things should come to passe 

When thei should fail, what should betied : oh, what a losiie of weight 

Was it to lose so ripe a hedde that reached sutche a height | 

In eury art be feelyng had, with penne past Petrarke sure, 

A fasbon framde whtche could his foes to fpeendship oft alure. 

His vertues could not kepe hym here, but rather wrought his b4^rm«| 

Aud made his enemies murmure oft, ^nd brought them in by swarms. 

Whose practise put hym to his plooge, and loste his life thereby : 

ph, cancred brests, that bane sutche harts wherin suche hate doth lye ! 

As told I haue, this yong man seru'd this maister twise twoo yere. 
And leamd therein sutche fruitful! skill as long he held full dere : 
Aud vsd the. penne, as he was taught, aud other gifts also, 
Whiche made hym bold the capp on bed where some do croch full lo. 
As credite came he carefuU was how to maintatii| the same. 
And made small count of life or death to kepe his honest name : 
His father not a little glad of his good happ thus founde. 
And he forgot no duetie sure to whom he ought be bounde. 
From court to warrs he wounde about, a soldiour's life to leade. 
And leaned to the worthiest sort their stepps to marche and treade \ 
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And followd cannon wheele as fast, to learne some knowlege thmiy 
As he afore at maister's heeles did waite with sernyng men. 
But those twoo Hues a diffrence hane — at home, good chere he had^ 
Abroad, full many a hongrie meale, and lodgyng yerie bad: 
AH daie in corslet cased faste, wbiche made his sbulders ake; 
All night vpon a couche of strawe, right glad his rest to take. 
Through thick and thin a thriftlesse tyme be spent, and felt motdi greef^ 
And euer hopyng for the same at length to finde releef : 
No smal while there as ye haue hard in colde sharpe winter nights. 
Where he did feele strange plags enowe, and sawe full vgly sights. 
Some dy for lack, some seke for death, some line as though ther were 
Ne God nor man, nor torment here or hence we ought to fere: 
But yet he markt some of that sort whose estimation stood. 
Upon eche point of honest name, and things that semed good. 
He sawe likewise how fortune plaied with some men for a while 
And after paid them home for all, and so did them begile. 
A wearie of these wastyng woes a while he left the warre, 
/ And for desire to learne the tongs he traueld very farre. 
And had of eury langage part, when homeware did he drawe. 
And could rehearsall make full well of that abroad he sawe. 
To studie wholie was he bent, but countrei's cause would not 
But he should haunt the warrs againe, ttssignde thereto by lot. j 1/ 
And eke by hope and all vaine happ procured to^the same. 
As though eche other glorie grewe on warrs and warlike fame: 
Without the whiche no world's renowme was worth a flye be heeld 
For that is honour wonne in deede once got within the feeld. 
Thus in his bed and bye consaite he iudg'd that beste of all, 
And thought no mouth for suger mete that could not taste the g^all. 
Good lucke and bad mixt in one cup he dranke to quenche his thirste. 
And better brookt the second warn then he did like the firste. 
And lesse found fault w" fortune's freaks, time had so well him taught. 
At chances sowre he chsTgd no chere, nor at swete haps much laught. 
In prison thrise, in danger oft, bothe hurt and mangled sore, 
And all in seruice of his prince, and all awaie he wore. 
In meane estate, in office too, somtyme a single paie. 
Some tyme fewe had so muche a weeke as he was loude a daie. 
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When worlde wazt irise, and wealtbe did faile, and prince^a pride appald. 
And emptie pane, and priuie plag't for perfito peace had cald» 
And kings and kingdomt quiet were, thia man to court he eamoy 
Newe from the ginerwith face and lookea as simple at a lame; 
Freshe fr<7 his enemies hands came be, where for his countrie's right 
He prisned was, and forste to grant a randsome past his might* 
Sent home vpon a hande and scale which is to strange a trade. 
There to remaine till he for helpe some honest shifte had made: 
All spoiled, cleane, bare as the bird whose feathers pluckt haue bitty j ^ 
Bothe sick and weake, his ooloor gon, with cheeks full pale and thiul ' 
The sight so strange, or worlde so nought, or God would haue it so. 
This man had scarce a welcome home, whtche made him muse I tro s 
His countrey, not as he it left, all changed was the state. 
But all one thing this man deseru'd therein no cause of hate* 
A carelesse looke on hym thei caste, saryng a fewe in deede. 
Through warrs brought lowe for seruice sake, and felt therby his neede« 
Of suche as could a diffrence make of drom and trompett's sounde, 
(Frd* tabber pipe, and maipole mirth,) their helpyng hands he foundc : 
And those that fanord featts of warre, and sauour tooke therein. 
With open armes embraste hym hard, and said, Where hast thou bin ^ 
But none of these could doe hym good, to set hym rp I meane. 
His freends decaied, his father dedde, and housbolde broke vp cleane: 
Craue could he not, his hart so bye it would not stoupe to steale. 
He scomde to serue a forraine prince, prefarryog common weale. 
Aboue all other takings on yearth his countrey honourd he. 
At home he likt more poore estate, then thence a lorde to be* 
Where should he sne^—where riT those springs could cole his feuer hot? — 
Where durst he mone or plaine for shame ?— where might releef be got. 
But at the fountain or well hedde, yea, at his prince's hande. 
And in a fewe well couched lines to make her Tnderstande 
His cace, his scourge ? loe, so he did, and boldly did he tell. 
The same hym self vnto the prince, who knowes the man full well. 
And gracious words three tymes he gate \ the fourth, to tell you plain, 3 i 
UnfruitfuU was, things were straite laest, faire woords roaks fooles full fain : 
When prince, nor countrey made no count of hym, nor of his cace. 
And none of bothe would help hym home of wh(f he sought for grace^ 
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For whom, and for their cause alone, in enemies hands he fell, 

And for their right to warrt he went, as all men knowes full well, 

And loste his blood for their defence, and for their quarell fought. 

And for the same full slenderly lookte to, and set at nought : 

When he his duetie to his powre did eury dale and yere, 

Sutche Tukinde gwerdon had receiu'd as well before you here : 

He saied, Let Marcus Regulus in fame of Remains stande, 

Whiche kept his othe, and did retonme againe to Carthage lande. 

If Tullie were aliue to write his praises more at full. 

Yet since I scapt my enmies hands, at home abide I wull: 

He should not me perswade to goe where nought but death is found. 

My countrey cares not for my life, then why should I be bound 

To toies, or any other bande that I haue power to breake, 

Whiche I was forced by my foe in persone for to- speake : 

And for the hope of countrie's helpe, and freends that there I had. 

In any sort to please my foes I was bothe faine and glad. 

Not mindyng if my countrey would release me from his hande. 

To breake good order any whitte, or violate my bande. 

For iustice bids echc man doe right, which God doeth know I ment. 

But now a captiue yeeld myself it maie not me content: 

For where that Tullie doeth affirme men ought to keepe their othe 

Unto their freends in eury point, and to their enmies bothe. 

And bryngeth Marcus Regulus' example for the same, 

With other reasons, many a one, whiche were too long to name. 

He shewed that the Senats all would hym haue staied at Rome, 

And as in counsaill then thei satte their iugement and their doome 

Was, that the prisners should be free whiche thei of Carthage held. 

And be should staye, full oft his freends this tale to hym thei teld : 

Thei proffred helpe, and offred still this Marcus to redeeme. 

But Marcus for a further skill did little that esteeme. 

I finde DO succour, hope, nor aide, then bounde why should I be. 

More to my countrey in this case, that countrey is to me. 

These wordes this heauie man rehearst, so bade the warrs adue. 

And thought he would no raunsome paie, for any thyng be knewe. 

Wherefore from court he tournd his face, and so an othe he swore, 

As long as he his fine witts had to come in court iio more. 
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He kept that othe, and cut his cote as clothe and measure wold. 
And doune to Picardie he comes, some saied at thirtie yere old. 
And, for his lands and rents were small, a maister lent he too» 
Who 7sd his sernannt not so well as maisters ought to doo : 
He was not made out of that mould that his laste maister was; 
These twoo in Tcrtues were as like as gold was unto glasse. 
Upon a dale alone he satte, and saied these words right sadd; 
Are soldiours cast at cart^s-arse now, that long faire words haue had ? 
Shall kyngs nere neede for helpe againe, is fortune so their freende, 
Haue thei a pattent of the God's, this peace shall neuer ende ? 
God grannt yet will I shift I trowe, for on or happ shall faile, 
And in the stormes my ship shall learne to beare a quiet saile: 
And cleane forget braue daies agoe that fed my youthfull yeres. 
Full glad that I haue gotten home, and scapt the scrattyng breers. 
Of warrs and other worldly toiles adue, I see their fine, 
A wife shall now content my mynde, suche as the Gods assigne. 
A wooyng thus this haplesse man rode forthe, not set to sale, 
Thought none like hym in this his suite was meete to tell his tale ; 
And, as the heauens had agreed, the planetts well were bent. 
He sone descended from his horse, cuid boldly in he went 
Where dwelt a sober widdowe then, both wise and wifly too. 
Late fallen sicke, vnknowne to hym, that tyme vnfitt to woO; 
But her discretion was so greate, and his behauiour bothe, * 
These straungers fell acqueinted thus, if ye will knowe the trothe. 
He faind an other ernd to make, dissemblyng yet a space, 
Till be might sple a better tyme to shewe her all his cace : 
So takyug leaue for freends he wrought to bryng this thing about. 
In suche affaires some spake full faire that are full well to doubt. 
For commonly men take no cars of others' sutes, for why. 
Their profite as thei gesf e themselfes in hindryng that male ly ; 
Some promise helpe, and see no gaine maye spring to them thereof. 
Ware cold and slowe for lacke of spurre, and vse it as a scoffe. 
An other sort with stingyng tongs sale, Maistres take good heede. 
This man will sone your feathers pull, and cast ye of at neede: 
Will you that haue bothe wealth and ease to yong men's cursie stand, 
And let an other maister be of that is in your hande ? 
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Some seekyng rale of thsit she hath, and ileecyng from her firsts 

Doe faune and flatter all the ddie, and guide her as the! liste. 

And Hue on her, and hate her life, and waite her death to se^, 

And well can please her while she lines her sectors for to b*e. 

Suchc instruments these widowes haue about them eury howre. 

Perchance this man perceiu'd the like, and had good canse to lowre } 

But, as he knewe the fatall chance of things comes from aboue. 

So he began and sought to knowe the fine of all his loue. 

And found a daie full apt therefore, at large the Same he told, 

And flatly this her aunswere was, she neuer marrie would 

If no newe thoughts fell in her minde, whereof no doubt she made, 

Except she chose a wealthie man that had a grounded trade 

To Hue, and had a hourd of gold to keepe them bothe from dette. 

Good sir, quod she, on riches sure my minde is fblly sette : 

I can with ritches vertues make, yertue with want is bare, 

I praie you come no more at me, thus answerd now ye are. 

I would be lothe to hold you on with wordes and meane in deede, 

That neither you, for all your sute, nor any yet shall speede. 

He, hearyng this, hangde doune the hedde, and smilde, to cloke his woe, 

A worde or twoo he after spake, and parted eucn so. 

The waie he rode he curst hyhi self, for cru6ll death, he cried, 

And saied. Oh wretche thou liuest to long, to long here doest thou bide 1 

Not onely for this'froward happ, but fdr all other chance. 

At any tyme thou tookst in hand^ thy self for to aduaunce. 

Thy vertues, ought if tfaei maie be, s^rue thde no #hit at 411, 

Thy leamyng stands thee in no steede, thy ttaaell helps as small : 

Thy knowledge sought in warri abroad, at hoine doth thee no geodi 

Thy la gage is but langht at here, vrhtfr^ some would sucke thy blood. 

Thy poett's vaine, and gift of peune that pleasurde thonsliitdet loBg> 

Hath now enough to doe to make of thee a vrotaM sdng: 

Thy freeuds that long a winnyng were, in court and eoimtrey piftin, 

Doeth serue thee to as good a ende, as mirth doeth sicke man's patn. 

Thy youth, though part be left behinde, whose course yet is to ronne. 

With bragge of showe or seemly shape, what botle hath it wonne i 

Thy honest life or manly harte that through ecbe storme hath paste. 

Thy reputation hardly wonne, whAt helps thee now iat latte ? 
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Thus to his chamber in his heate he comes with fomyng mouthe, . 
And in his bloodie breast he felt full many fitis vncoathe : 
And on the bedde he lai^d hym doune, and for his lute he raught. 
And brake a twoo those giltlesse strings^ as he had bin bestraught. ' 
And ere he flang it to the walls, My plaiefeere, fare thou well, 
Saied he, as sweete as Orpheus' barpe that. wan his wife from hell : 
You instnmients, eche one of you, keepe well your cace of woode. 
And to the scrallyng eatyng wormes I you bequeath as foode. 
Up stept he to his studie doore, all that stoode in his waie 
He brake^ and burnt bothe booke and scroull, and made a foule araie. 
Some authours aaie that could not be, his wisedome did asswage 
The inward passions of his minde, and heate of all his rage. 
But well I wotte he did prepare to part from freends and all. 
And staied but till the spryng came on, for leafe was at the fall. 
Now all these stormes and t^pests past, this man had sutche a vaine. 
When matter mou'd, and cause requier'd, he went to warrs againe, | 
And findyng fortune all a like, as haplesse people doe. 
He fell straight waies in enmies' hands, and was sore wounded too : 
But taken prisnar promesd mutche, though little had too paie, 
(A subtell shift to saue the life, and scape a bloody fraie,} 
Yet still because he gallant was, and had some charge of men, 
He held vp hedde, and in strange place tooke mutche vpou hym then. 
The enmie seyng this yong man both well brought vp and train de 
As one that kept sutche stale and grace as he deceipt disdainde. 
And to be ptaine (in eury point) Tpon sutche termes he stoode, 
As hi» dissent and ofspryng came of hie and noble bloode : t 

Of gentill race he might make boste, but of so greate a stocke I 
He could not vaunt, for that deuice was but a scome and mocke« 
Well, by this meanes he was so likt, and made of eury where 
That all that lande Tang4>f the fame and brute that he did here : 
And so the princes of that realme to court did call hym tho. 
Where he with feasts and triumphs greate, and many a courtly sho 
Past of the tyme, and grewe so farre in fauour with the beste. 
That he would plale at dice and cards, and so set vp his reste: 
For he had money when he would, and went so gaie and braue 
On credite, that he finely wan as mutche as he could craue, 
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And when to taker's house againe this prisuer should repaire 

The greatest lords of all that soile when he would take the aire 

Would in a maner waite at hande to doe this prisner ease, * 

Au<l well were thei of all degrees that best this man could please. 

A nomber of his nation then of right greate wealthe and state 

By this man's worde and onely band straight waie their fredome gate ; 

For he was bounde for eury one that taken were before. 

And so did for their raunsome lye, and runujmg on the score, 

And brauyog out the matter through, a ladie of great race. 

In houest sort and freendly meane, his freendship did embrace: 

Who promesd hym to set hym free, and helpe hjm thence in haste; 

But still about this prisner, loe, a priuie gard was plaste: 

Yea, sutche a bande and daiely watthe, as he might not disceine. 

Yet he had hope in spite to scape awaie without their leaue : 

And shapt to flye, and giue the slipp, if fortune would agree 

The watche and ward should be begilde, and pri«ner should goe freet 

And as these things a doyng were a man of mutche renowne 

Was taken after in the feeld, and brought so to the tonne : 

Where hearyng of this other wight was atkte if he did knowe 

The former persone namde before that daiely brand it so ) 

He is, quod he that last was caught, a Inttie soldiour sure, 

A man that mutche hath felt of woe, and greate things can endure : 

Of gentill blood and manors bothe, and wants but wealth alone. 

What, what, sir knight, haue you saied trothe, and is he suche a one ? 

Then shall he bye his braury dere, and paie therefore so well. 

He shall not boste of that he gains in heanen nor in hell. 

So all in fuerie flang he forthe, and to this man he goes 

That was in deede so farre in debt for meate, for drincke, and close. 

And thrust hym in a prison strong where feeble foode he bad. 

And heauie irons whiehe might make a silUeeoole full sad 1 

His mistres, knowyng of the cace, her promes thought to kepe. 

So wakyng in a moone-shine night, when neighbours were a slepe. 

She drue her nere the prison doore, and at a windowe pried. 

Where planly full before her vewe her seruaunt had she spied: 

To whom she spake, and. told her mynde as closely as she might. 

And gaue him councell in good tyme to steale awaie by i^igbt* 



And left bym files to sette hym free, and robes to doe hym good. 

With some hard eggs and bread in bagg, and told hym nere a wood 

There was a brome, where she would wait for hym wh^ time drae on ; 

That doen, she toke a freendly leave, for then she must be gon. 

The prisner did deuise his beste, and bent to doe or dye, 

Prepaerd eche thing in order well, as he on strawe did lye. 

The tyme approcht of his adue, and she was come in deede 

Unto the place appointed right with gold and wealth for neede ; 

But breakyng doone a rotten wall the prisner was in feare. 

For oat of bedde his keeper stept, and asked, who was there ? 

With that the prisner stumbled on a hatchet sharpe and keen, 

jknd ranght the gealer suche a blowe that long was felt and seen. 

He cried and rored like a bull, where at the village throwe 

Was vp, and straight to horsebacke went, but loe the prisner nowe 

Was at the wood, where he had found his mistres all alone. 

Who wept and blubberd like a child, and made so greate a mono. 

For that thei bothe in daunger were, but what should more be saied ? 

The man pluckt vp his harte and sprites, the woman sore afraied 

Ran home againe to father's house ; and he tl^ now was free 

Had neither minde on gold nor gilt, but to the brome gaes he; 

And there abode a happie howre, yea twoo dales long at least 

He laye as close on cold bare ground, as bird doeth in wa^me iieast; 

His mistres well escaped home, and in the honse she was 

Before the crie and larum rose, so blamJesse did she passe : 

And her poore seruaunt had wide worlde to walke in now at will, 

Although he was in hazard greate, and long in daunger still; 

For he had three score mile to goe emong his enmies all, 

Whiche he did trudge in foule darke nights, and so as happ did fall 

He scapt a scourge and scouryng bothe, and came where he desierd. 

And finely had deceind his foes, what could be more requierd } ' 

Yet long at home he could not rest to warrs ag^ne he went. 

Where, in greate seruice sondrie tymes, but half a yere he sp^t; 

And loe his deastnie was so strannge he taken was againe. 

And clapt vp closely for a spie, and there, to tell you plaine^ 

He was condemde to lose his hedde, no oth: r hope he sawe : 

The dale drewe on of his dispatche to dye by niarciall laire; 
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^ / Hie people swarmyng ia the streats, and scaffold readie there, 
I A noble dame hit respite crand, and spake for hym so feare 
That then the maitter of the campe hts honest answere hard, 

<^ For whiche he came in oredite streight, and was at length prefarM 
To right good roome and wages too, then ritchly home he drewe. 
And left the warrs, and in greate heate he fof a wife did sewe. 
Bat haste makes waste, an old proaerbe, for he was wivd indeede, 
God sende all soldiours in their age some better lacke at neede ! 
Now he bethought hym on the woords the widdowe tolde hym of, 

'^ Wbiche long he held but as a ieast, a scome« and merrie scoffe. 
She saiedy That witte and wealth were good, but who a wiuyng goes 
Must needs be sure of wealth before, els he bis sute shall lose : 
For want but breeds mislikyng still, and wit will weaue but woe 
(In louer's lomes, where clothe is rackt, as farre as thiede will goe). 
And wh^ the tbreede of wealth doeth breake let wit and wisedom too 
Doe what thei can to tie the threede the knot will sure vndoo. 
The storie treats no more thereof, yet therein maie you see 
That some haue vertues-and good witte, and yet unluckie bee 
In wiunyng wealth, in worldly happs, whiche common are of kinde 

1^ To all, and yet the vse thereof but to a fewe a sinde : 

For some haue all their parents left, all thei them seines can catche. 

And tenne men's liuyngs in one hande; and some haue nere a patche; 

And some not borne to siateene pence finde twentie waies to get 

By happe, yet some, as wise as thei, no hande thereon maie sette. 

I heard a white hoare bedded man in this opinion dwell. 

That witte with wealth, and hap with witte, would gree together wel. 

But for to chuse the one alone, he held that happ was beste, 

He saied, witte was a happie gifte, but wealth made all the feaste. 

Witte with the wise must companie keepe, then cold oft is his chere, 

V^ Wealth hath companions eury where, and banketts all the yere. 
Wealth hath the wale, the cappe, and knee, and twentie at his taile, 
'When witte hath nere a restyng place no more then hath a snaile: 
Wit is compeld to be a slaue to wealth and seme hym still, 
Yet wealth is naked w'out witte, nought worthe where lacketh skilK 
But if that wealth maie match with hap, then bid fine wit goe plea, 

.. Our old prouerbe is giuen me hap, and cast me in the sea 



Unhappie must I iudge this man in sondrie sorts and waies. 
Yet fortunate I call hym then in true report of praies. 
The cbeefest Jewell of our life is vertue's laude well won, 
Whiche liu's within the other worlde, when fame of this is doen. 



£ 
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A TRAGICALL DISCOURSE OF THE YNHAPPY MAN's LIFE. 



\ 



Com courtiars a11» draw neer my morning hers, 
Com heer my knell, ear cors to church shall go. 
Or, at the least, come read this wofull vers, 
And last farewell, the haples penneth so: 
And such as doth his lief and manners kno, 

Com shed some teares, and se him painted out 
That restles heer did wander world about. 



O pilgrims poer, preace neer my pagent nowe. 

And note full well the part that I haue playd, 

And wyesly waye my thriftles fortune throwe, 

And print in brest cache worde that heer is said ! 

Shrinke not, my frindes, step forth, stand not afrayd: x 

Though monstrous hap I daily heer possest, ^ 

Some sweater chaunce may bring your hartes to rest. 



For though the wreatch in cold and honger lies. 
The happy wyght in pompe and pleasure sittes. 
The weake fals down whear mighty folke aries. 
The sound feels not the feble ague fits. 
So world, you wot, doth serue the finest wittes; 
Though dullards doe in darknes daily run. 
The wyes at will can walke whear shycns the sunne. 
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And hap falir not to eury mftn a like, 
Some sleeps full sound, yet hatfa the world at call, 
Some leaps the hedge, some lights a mid the dyke, 
Some sockes the sweat, and some the hitter gawUj 
The vse of things Wynd deastnie gius vs all ; 

So though you see ten thousand souls in hell, 
Yet may you hoep in heauen^s hlys to dwell. 



Let m^ mishap a worldly wonder he, <* 
For few can finde the fruit that I did taest; <- 
Ne leans nor bowes I founde vpon the tree, «. 
And whear I plowd the ground lay euer waest:-*^ 
A man would think the child was borne in haest ^ 
Or out of time, that had such lucke as I, c 
For loe, I looke for larkes when fauls the skye. c 

No soyll, nor seat, nor season serues my torn 
Each plot is sowen with sorrow whear I goe • 
On mou-tayn top, they say, wher torch shuld born, 
I find but smoek and loethsom smothring woe ; 
Neer fountayn bed, wheer springs do daily floJ, 

Cold ise I get, that melts with warmth of hand. 
So that I surue whear cock and condits stand. ' 

I quench smal thirst, wher thousands drink and byb 

An empty cup I carry clean away. 

And though as lean as rack is eury ryb 

And hollow cheeks doth hidden grief beCray, 

The ritche eates all. the poorc may fast and pray: 

No butter cleaues vpon my bred at need, / 

When hongry mawe thinks throet is cut in deed. 
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The fthallow broeks, whear litiell penki «r found, 
I shoDy and seek the seas to swymjne thear on, 
Yet vessayll sinks, or bark is layd a ground, 
Whear leaking ships in saefty still haue gon; 
They barber finde, when hauen haue I non: 

Hap cauls them in, when I am lodgd at large. 
Thus plaines creeps in cold Ck>ck LorePs barge. 



Full thirty yeers both court and war res I tryed. 
And still I sought aquaintaunoe with the best ; 
And serud the staet, and did such hap abyed 
As might befall, and fortune sent the rest. 
When drom did sound a souldiour was I prest 
To sea, or lande, as prince's quarrell stoed, 
And for the saem full oft I lost my blood. 



/^ 



First at Wark 
with Georg* 
liAvvson. 

Taken vndar 
the lorde admi- 
rail atSajut 
Myoius. 



In Scotland long I lingred out my yeers. 
When Wylford lyud, a worthy wight indeed. 
And thear* at length, I fell so farre in breers, 
I taken was, as deastny had decreed. 
Well, yet with woords I did my foes so feed, 
That thear I lyud in pleasoer many a daye, 
And skaept so free, and did no randsom paye. 



Some sayd I found in Scotland fauonr then: 
I graunt my pomp was more than reason wold. 
Yet on my band I sent hoem sondry men 
That els had pyend in piyson, pyncht with cold* 
/ To French and Scots so fayr a taell I tolde, 
' That they beleeud whyt chalk and chees was oen, 

And it was pearll that proued but pybbull stoen. 
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In Lavfther fort I clapt my self by sleight, 
So fled from foes and hoem to fryuds I past; 
The French in haest beseegd that fortres streight. 
Then was I like to light in fetters fast; 
Buty loe! a peace broek vp the seeg at last, 

When weery wars, and wicked blodshed great 
Maed both the sydes to seek a quiet seat. 



Vnder Sir Hae 
Wyllovvbe. 

Mounsoer de 
Terms besieged 
this fort. 



From thens I cam to England as I might. 
And after that to Irlande did I sayll, 
Whear Sellenger, a wyes and noble knight, 
Gaue me such place as was to myen aduayll 
Than teasters walkt as thick as doth the haill 

About the world: for loe, from thence I boer 
For seruice do en, of money right good stoer. 



Sir Anthony 
Sentljrger 
deputie of 
Ireiande. 



Hoem cam I thoe, and so to Fraunce did faer, 
When that their kyng wan Meatts, throw fatchis fien 
So on the stock I spent, all Toyd of caer. 
And what I gaet by spoyll I held it myen. 
Than down I past the pleasant floed of Ryen, 
And so I sarud in Flaunders, note the saem, 
Whear loe, at first, my hap fell out of fraem: 



Meatts iD Lo- 
rain vvon by 
treason. 

In Fraunce ser- 
ued vnder Cap. 
tayne Crayer. 



For I was clapt in pryson without cawse, 
And straightly held for comming out of Fraunce. 
But Qod did work, throwe iustice of the lawse. 
And help of frindes, to me a better chaunce. 
And still I hoept the warres wold me aduaunce, 
So trayld the pick, and world began a nue. 
And loekt like hawk that laetly cam from mue. 

F 



/.. 



In Charles the 
Fift*s time vnder 
Captain Matson. 

Oct out of prison 
by heipe of the 
noble Madame 
Sell de Embry. 



1 8 %itt tt €f)urt|)parti» 



Three yeer at least I save the emproafs warres, 
nrhan hoemward drae, as was my wonted traed, 
Whear sanne and moen and all the seven starres 
Stoed on my syed, and me great welcom maed j 
But wether fay re and flowrs full soen will faed; 

So people's loue is like nne besoms oft, 

That sweeps all clean, why els broem is green and soft. 



Well oens* again to warrs I drue me fast. 
Eight ynres vnder And with Lord Grey at Giens I did renlayn, 

my Lorde Grey. Where he or his in any serues past 

I followed on, among the warlyk trayn. 
And sometime felt my part of woe and payn 
As others did, that cannon well could like. 
And pleasuer took in trayling of the pike. 




/ 



At length the French did Gient besiege ye wot. 
And littell help or succour found we tbo, 
By whiche fowl! want it was my heauy lot 
To Parris streight, with good Lord Grey, to goe 
As prisners boeih, the world to well doth kuoe. 
By tract of tyme and wonders charge in deed 
He hoemward went, and took his leue with speed; 



But poest aloen I stoed, alack the whyell. 
And contrey clean forgot me, this is true; 
And I might line in sorrowe and exyell, 
And pien away, for any thing I knue; 
As I had baekt in deed, so might I brue; 

Not one at hoem did seek my greef to heall. 
Thus was I flean cut of from^ommon weall. 
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Yet loe a shift to scaep away I founde, 
When to my fayth my taker gane no trust, 
I did denies in wryting to be bonnde 
To come again; the time was set full iasty 
Bnt to retom fortoetb I had no ]nst; 

Sens faith could get no credit at his^iand, 
I sent him word to come and sue my band. 



Oent agayae 
eskaped out of 
prysoB. 



He came him selfe to court, as I did heer. 
And told his taell as fienly as he might. 
At Ragland than was I, in Monmouth sheer. 
Yet whan in court this matter cam to light. 
My friendes did say that I had don him right. 
A soldiour ought vpon his faith to go. 
Which I had kept, if he had sent me so» 



Well, yet my minde could neoer rest at hoem. 
My shues wear maed of running leather suer. 
And boem I was about the world to room, 
To see the warres, and keep my hand in vre. 
The Frenche ye kaoe did EngUsbemen procuer , 
To come to Leeth, at siedge wherof I was, 'i 
Till Frenche. did seeke in ships away to pas. 



Seroed vndar 
my Lord Orey 
«t,Leeth. 



A littell breath I toek than after this, I 

And shaept my self about the court to be^ 
And eury daye, as right and reason is. 
To scrue the prince in court I settled me) 
Some frends 1 found, as frends do go you se. 
That gaue me wordes as sweet as hony still. 
Yet let me lyue |gr bed and conning' skill. 
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I croetcht, I kneeld, and many a cap could Vayll, 
And watched laety and early roes at moem. 
And with the throng I follouwd hard at teyU, 
As brane as bull, or sheep bat nuely sboemy 
The gladdest man that ener yet was boern^ 

To wayt| a«d staer among the staets full hye. 
Who feeds the poer with many frfendly eye. 



But who can Hue with goodly lookes aloen. 
Or mirry wordes, that sounds like tabrer's pyep ? 
Say what they will, they loue to keep their own. 
And part with nought that commeth in their griep: 
You shall hane nuts, they say, when ploms aer riep. 
Thus all with shall s or shaels ye shall be fed. 
And gaep for gold, and want both gold and led. 



The proef therof maed me to seke far hens; 
To Anwerp than I trudged on the spleen. 
And all in haest to get some spending pens 
To serue my torn. In service of the queen ; 
But God he knoet my gayn was small I ween; 
For though I did my credit still encreace, 
I got no welth by warres, ne yet by peace. 



A captaine of 
great charge 
Toder the Prince 
of Arrange. 



Yet harke, and noet, I praye you, if you pleas. 
In AnTvarp town what fortune me befell : 
My chaunce was such whan I had past the seas 
(And taken land, and thereon rested well) 
The people jard, and rang a larom bell : 

So that in aerms the town was eury whear. 
And fewe or noen of lief stoed certain thear. 
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A noble prince I sawe amyd that broyll. 
To whom I went, and swaer his part to taek, 
The commons caem, all set on raeg and spoyll. 
And gane me charge to keep my wyts a waek: 
The prince, for lone of king and countrei's saek. 
Bad me do well, and shed no gyltles hloed. 
And saue from spoyll poer people and there good. 



I gane my fayth and hand to do the iaem. 
And wrought the best that I could worke therefoer; 
And brought, at length, the commons in such fraem, 
That some wear bent to bio the coell no moerj 
Yet some to rage and robbry ran full soer. 
Whom I reformd, so that no harm did fall 
To any wyght, among the commons all. 



He laued re* 
liipous houses 
and roost of the 
toTvne from 
barning. 



The streets we kept, and braek ne house nor doer. 
And for three dayes made no man's finger bleed; 
I daer auoutch that neither ryche nor poer 
Could say they lost the yalenr of a threed. 
Well, what of that, you kno an honest deed 
Is soen forgoet of such as thanckles be: 
For in the end it fared so by me. 



The town I kept from cruell sword and fier 
Did seek my lief, when peace and all was maed; 
And such they wear, that did my blud desier. 
As I had saude from hloes and bluddy blaed. 
I crept away, and hid me in the shaed; 

But as the daye and sun began to shien. 
They followd fast with Ibrce and practies fien. 

Q 



Kote* 
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Xtkaped, by 
GoiVi heipe, 
out of great 
daanger* 



FoUovTde by 
the roarahall 

t 

8 dayes. 



v 



In priest's atyer, but not vith shauen crown, 
I skaept their hands that sought to haue my hed> 
A forckid cap, and pleytted corttall gown, 
Far from the church stoed me in right good sted* 
In all this whyell ne masse for quick nor ded 
I durst not sing, a poesting priest I was, 
That did in haest from post to pyller pa». 



In Brigges than the parson's breetch did quake. 
For there a clarke came tinging of a bell, 
(That in the towne did such a rombling make,) 
I could not walke in vickar's garments well. 
So there I wisht my selfe in cockeli shell. 

Or sea man's slopps, that smeld of pitch and tarre, 
Which roebs I found ear I had traueld farre. 



1 



At the Slues 
the marshall 
and he were 
both in one 
ship together. 



A marshall came, and seartcht our woole fleet, than 
In boat I leapt, and so throw Sealand went; 
And many a day a silly weary man 
I traueilde there, and stoode with toile content. 
Till God, by grace, a better fortune sent 

And brought mee home in safety as you knoe: 
Great thancks to him I giue that samde me soe. 



A drift of the 
Duke of Alua 
to dispatch me. 



In court, where I at rest and peace femainde, 
I thought apon the part that Flemings plaide. 
And for good will, since I was so retainde, 
I thought to make those roisters once afraide: 
So hoiste yp saile, when I had anckar waide. 
And into Fraunce I slipte, with much a do. 
Where lo, a net was making for mee to. 
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Yet paste I throwe to Parig without stoj^pe, The Lord Emfais. 

When ciuill broils were likely to begio; •ador,novva Lord 

And standing tkere, within a marcbaont's shoppe, ' 

I beard one saye, the prince was comming in 
To Flaunders fast, with whom I laet had bin 

Before, you wotte: thus, bauingf mirrie nues, 

I stoole away> and bo did Fraonce refues. 



But, by your leaae, I fell in daungers deepe. 

Before I coald in freedoine go or ride; 

Deuonring wolues bad like to slaine the sheepe. 

And wiept their mouthes apon- the mutton's hide. 

Nought goes amisse where God wil be the gide. 

So throw the place^ where parrel most did sceme, 
I past at will, when daunger was exstreeme. 



The prince I found Mra Callen at his house. 
And there I saw of roitters right good stove 
Who welcomde mee with man^ a mad carouse, 
Such is their gies, and hath bin euer more. 
To Flaunders thus we marcbt, and God before. 
And near the Rine our oamp a season laye. 
Till money came, and had a genrall paye. 



In Flaunders longe our campe remayned still. 
And sweetewith Isawra ilre tasted sondry wayet; 
Who goes tO'Warrsmust feele both good and ill. 
Some likes it not, and some that life can prayes, 
Where nights are cold and many hongrie dayes: 
Some will not be, yet such as loues the drom 
Takes in good^ parte the chaunces as they com. 
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Perhaps my s^re was not the sweetest thear: 
I make no boest, nor fiude no fault therein^ 
I sought my telfe the burthen for to bear» 
Amonge the rest that had oer charged bin, 
If smart I felt, it was a plague for sini 

If ioy I founde, I knew it would not last; 

If wealth I had, lo, waest came on as fast. 



A pesaunt be* 
traide me, and 
yet Tvas Ood 
my deliuerer. 



When prince did passe to Fmnnce, and Flaunders lafty 
I licence sought to see my natine soile: 
He told me than the French, by some fine craft. 
On mc, at length, would make a pray and spoile^ 
I toke my leaue, not fearing any feile; 

But ere the day the skie had cleane forsoek* 
I fell in snare, as fishe on baited hoek. 



Kote* 



A wofaU Ule it is to tell in deede. 
Yet heare it out, and how God wrought for mce : 
The case was such, that I a gide did neede, 
So in the field, full nere a willow tree, 
I foundc a carle, that needs my gide must bee. 
His hand I had, his hart bid halte the while. 
And treason did throwe trust the true begil«. 



We held the waye Tnto St. aninUyns right 
As I did thincke, but long two leages I lost: 
To ease my horse, be bade me oft a ligfaty 
But I thereat seemde damme and deaffe as post: 
Of stomacke stoute the way oft times he crost 
And soughtc to Uke my bridle by the raine, 
That sleight I found, and so he lost his painct 
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tiad I tumde badce th^ peysants w«ar at baiid> . 
Who mounted were on better borse than I* 
A village neare tfiere wav, within that laad, 
Whear, loe, my gide would baue me needf to lyet 
Not so, my trendy I aonswearde rery bye; 

Where at be hiiew the padde in straw was fonnde. 
So toke the ball, and stroke it at rebotinde. 



ThoQ canst not 8eape> (qnoth he) then light a downe; /^ g^at tntf 

Tbon art but dead, thy life here sbalt thou lose. cherte« 

And there withall the carle began to frowue. 
And laide his band apon my lether hose: 
Throw sines he made, the towne by this aroes. 

And some by warres that lately lost their good, 

Sqagl^t to reneng the same apon my btood« 



My gied leapt vp apon the horse I roo^e. 
And flang away as fast as he could driae. 
Downe was I haeld, and on my face they troode. 
And for |ny roebs the tormenters did striue: 
My gide did crie, O leaue him not aliue. 

An English churle he is, bis tongue doth shoe, 
A^d gold he hath good store, full well I knoe* 



They shjpt me streigbte from doblet to my short» 
Yet hose they lafte vntoucht, as God it would 
No powre they had to do me further hort. 
For, as the knife to throte they gan to hold. 
To sane my life an vpright tale I told. 

They, bearing that, laid all their weapons downe 
.And askt me, if I knew Saint Quintain's towne ? 

H 
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I past thereby wluiti t<» fh't Spawe I weint, 
(Quoth I) and tiiete lAy ftapbti"we]\'>irti» Teaud* 
If that be true/ utM *oiie, thou' aliftlt he 'seilt *" 
From hens IB hast, Md so 'they dtd^ceilcliii^ '' 
To towne I should, friam sauage country rued. 
• So in the h^ they'lai^ mtf atl that night, 
Yet sought tdy \ifb, bd^re'th^ day was Itght. 



Asecrotpro- But |is with w^edes some siifflraste flow«r gr<Mto, ' 

uision of God, s^^ i^ ^jjj^^ g^jii^^ ^ blesied man wiis bred, ' 

Which vndertoke to kcepe me from my loes, 
And saue my life, by' fine deuice iff hed. 
He cald me vp, when they wear in their bed. 

And bade me go whh'hnn'whear he thought best, 
Lest in that pla?ce Ml smal should be my rest. 



I followde on as- he didf lead the trace; 

He brought me safe where I in surety stood. 

Thus God, throw him, did shoe his might and grace. 

Which ioyde me' mote than all this worldly good; 

The other sort wear butchers all' for blood. 

And daily slue such* stragglars as they toek. 
For- whom* they laie atid watcht in many a noek. 



The CaptuDc of That hazard paste, I found more iiiischienei stftl, 

!^"[**".. ********* B«»* »one so great, nor netle *so much to Ied3r: 

With toile and paine, with sleighte (X head and fkiUy 
From FraiTce I came, '(amd laft al mischief thear). 
Nowe here what fralte my natiue soile doth beaf; 
See what I reap, and marke'what I have sowttes 
And let my hidee tHtowk al this land be kno^M* 



me herdJj. 
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ft 



Fint let me tell, bow fortiMM did lae call 
To Garnesey, thoe to ttaye my troubkd mieod; 
Whear well I was, althogb my wealth was smal. 
And long had dwelt, if dettnie had aitiend. 
Bat, as the ahippO' is subiect to the winde, 

So we most cbaenge as checking cfaannces falls. 
Who tosseth men aboyt like temus balls. 



VaderCap- 
taineLds^td* 
after all thflM 
toilM. 



This chaunce is abe some say that leads men out 
And brings them home, when least they looke therefore £• 
A dalling dame that breeds both hope and dout» 
And makes great .wounds, yet seldom salves the soer; 
Not suer on sea, nor certaine on the shper; 

A, worldly witch that deiills with wanton charms. 
For one good tome, she doth tei^ thousand barms. 



A figge for channce, this ibrtane bears no shaep; 
The people fonde a name to fortune giue. 
Which sencelesse sooles do after shadoes gaep: 
Great God doth rale, and sure as. God doth line 
He griends the come, and sifts the meale throw sine. 
And leaves the bran as reffaes of the flowre. 
To worke his will, and shoe his mightle powre. 



>' 



Promoshioa corns ae from the East nor West, | 

Ne South nor North, it fanlls from heauen hie! 

For God himselfe sets vp who he tbincks best. 

And casts them downe whose harts would clime the skie. 

Thus earthly happs in worldlings doth not lie. 

We trudge, we cunne, we ried, and breake our braine. 
And backwatde come tha selfe same stepps againe. 



Kote. 
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Till time aprotche that God will man prefarre^ 
With labours long ia vaine we beat the a3rre: 
Our destuies dwell in neither moone nor starre^ 
Nor comfort coma, from people fonle nor layre : 
Smal hoep in those that sits in golden ehayre. 

Their moods, their minds^ and all we go abonty . 

Takes light from him that pntts our eandel oqtt.' 



^•t«* This argues now all goodnes freely gro^s 

From him that first made man of earthly raold| 
Aud floeds of wealth into their bosome floes 
That cleerly can his blessed will behold. 
As sheppards do keepe safe their sheepe in fold, 
And gardaar knoes how flowrs shold watred be. 
So God giues ayde, ear man the want can se. 



Helps corns not sure by hap or head's deuice; 
Though wits of men are means to worke ye waze. 
And cunning hands do often cast the dice. 
All these are toyes tmst vp in tinfcar's packs: 
No flame wil ryes till fier be thrust to flaxe; 

No brantch may bud till he that made the plant 
With dew of grace in deede supplies the want. 



Can earth yeild fruit til spring time sap do shoe? 

Can ayre be cleer till foggs and miests are fled? 

Can seas and floeds at eury season floe? 

Can men giue life to shapes, and bodies dead? 

Such secrets pas the reatche of man's vaine head : 
So loke to reap no come for all oar toile 
Till haruest come, and God hath bltst the soile. 
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The pottar knom wkftt Tfwul semes bis inrney 
And therein still he powfetb liquor sweetes 
The cooke well notes vhat wood is best to bnrne. 
And whi^t coaceites is for the benket meetet 
The capteiae marks what sonldioiir hath most spreete. 
And calls that man to chaige and office great^ 
Whan he thincks good, and saruice is in heat* 



Dare any wight ptesume to take the place 
Of worthy charge, till he therto be cald ? 
Dare subiect brag before the prince's face. 
Or striue wyth staets that are in honour stauM? 
Dare Tillage boost with dttie strongly e wanld? 

Dare children dime tiU they good footing find? 

No, all thing yelds to him that leads the minde. 



He lifts aloft, he flingeth downe as fosU; ^®^* 

He gines men fame, and plncks renowne awaye; 
Hap doth not so, for channce is bnt a blaste. 
An idle word wherewith .weake people playe. 
Hap hangs and holds on hazarde enry waye. 

And hazard leaacs on donbt and danger deepe. 

That glads but few, and maketh milli<rs weepe» 



I Tse this terme of hap in all I write. 
As well to make the matter large and long, 
As any cause, or dram of great delite 
I take therein: but here I do yoe wrong 
To leade your eares with such a senoeles song, 
From hearing that I promesde haue to ende 
The bare discoarsey the haplesse man hath pende* 

'I 
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So comming home, and crept from toills abroed, 
(With charged brest and heiiy heauing harty) 
I thought in coufte my bvrthen to rnloed, 
And cast away the cares of former smart: 
But there alas my channce is so oerthwart, 

I sit, and sighe, and fold mine armes with all. 
And in old griefes a freshe begin to fall. 



Yea, thear where most my hope and haunt hath bin. 
Where yeares and dayes I spent apon the stocke; 
And diners doe good hap and frendship win, 
(And dnetie makes a world of people flocke,) 
And thousands, loe, drawes water from the cocke, 

I skarce may moist my mouth when thirst is great. 
And hart is cleane consuemde with skalding heat. 



A spring of kinde doth floe aboue the brim, 
You cannot stoppe a fountaine, if yon would. 
For throw harde rockes it runneth cleare and trtm. 
And, in some grounde, it casts vp graynes of gould) 
It bursts the earth, and deepely diggs the mould. 
It ^usheth out, and goes in sondry yayns 
From mountaine's topp, and spredetb all the plras. 



The spring creeps Tp the highest hill that is. 

And many wells thear on are easlye found; 

And this I wott, where you do water mis 

Small fruite doth groe, it is but barraine grounde: 

The soile is sweete where pleasannt springs abonnde. 

The oowslop sproutes where springs and fountaines bee. 
And floeds begin from founitaine heads, you see. 
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The labring man thear at dotb coell bis heut; 
The byrds do ba£th their brests fiiU brauely thear; 
The bnitest beasts tbere in finds pleasure great. 
And likes not balfe so well -another whear: 
What cause in mee, what dout, what fault, or feare 
That I maye not, in this so weak a plite. 
Go drinck my fyll, whear eatcb thing haeth delite? 



The moer we draw the waetter from the w«ll Va»* 

The better farre we briug the spring in fraem; 

The seas themselues of natuer ries and swell 

The moer the winde and weather works the saem; 

The fier boms best when bellows bloes the flaem; 

Let things stande still, and stoer them not in tim/e 
They shall decaye by meane of drosse and slime. 



J see some streams with sticks aer choked vp; 
And riuers large are marde with beds of sandj 
I see some bring from doeils an empty cup 
Yet cranes an almes, and shoes a needye hand; 
I see baer boyes befoer the banket stand 

And no man saytb, loe, poer man, if thou wutt, 
Take heer a dishe to fill thy hongry gutt. 



Of cormrant kinde some crammed capons aer. 
The moer they eat the moer they may consuem ; 
Some men likewi|ie the better that they faer 
The worse they be, and sicker of the ruem ; 
And some so chaef, so frowne, so fret and fuem 
When qthers feede, they cannot, God he knoes, 
Spaer any time the dropping of thear noes. 
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The bords aer tpred and lieasts aer aiade thereoDy 
And sutch sit downe that haeth their bdliee fall. 
Whose greedy moiitlies fran dogg would tnateh y* boes. 
Which SDodges swell, aad loke lihe greisie wall; 
They puffe, they bloe, yea, like a baited bull. 

And sfaoue them baehe that on small croems wo«ld feede. 
Whose pashent harts maks Tcrtae of a neede* 



The glotton thincks his belly is to small. 

When in bis eye a deinUe morssell is; 

He grins, and gaeps, as thoagh no orom shold fall 

From him, and loeks as al the world wear his; 

Thus sotch as want aer saer the poest to kis. 

For powltting pried doth preace so fast in place. 
That poer plain Tom daer skarce come sho his face. 



Batch one doth seeke for to aspier and ries. 
Yet haet we those that doth by vertne clime: 
The foole hee skoms the worship of the wies. 
Yet dolts presuem beyond the wyes some time: 
And all this strief is but for dros and slime 

That out of earth wee digg, with daungers deepe, 
Full hard to winne, and mnch more wors to keepe. 



This makes me mues when some hane heaps in hord 
They will not help the neerest freinde they baue. 
And yet with smiels, and many a frendly word. 
They graunt to giue before a man doth craue : 
Sutch harbors fine can finely poul, and shaue. 

And washe full oleane till all away they^washe, 
Than good Sir Griem, like lobb, they leaue in lashe. 
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What should men loes when they enoughe haae had. 

If they did part with things that might be sparde? 

A litle peece, oat of a golden gady 

For sernice long might he a great rewarde. 

No, no ! as Steele and flinte is stiffe and harde. 

So world is wast, and no good tnme is founde; 

But whear in deede do doble giftes rebonnde? 



Wee make a legge, and kisse the hand with all, 
(A French deuice^ nay sure a Spanish tricke,) 
And speake in print, and say, Loe at your call 
I will remaine, your owne both dead and quicke. 
A courtiar soe can giue a lobbe a licke. 

And dresse a dolt in motley for a while. 
And so in sleene at sillye wodcocke smile. 



If meaning went with painted words and shoes. 
It might suffice such cortteis cheer to taest ; 
But with the same disdaine and enuye goes, 
And trompry great, with words and winde in waest 
Than, arme in arme, corns flattiy, full of haest. 
And leads away the sences out of frame. 
That ypright witts are thereby stricken lame. 



This lowtting lowe, and bowing downe the knee 
But groeps men's minds to creepe in credit's lapp. 
Like malte horse than he holds vp head you see 
That late before could vaile both knee and capp ; 
The nurse a while can feede the child with papp. 
And after beate him on the breetch full baer: 
A swarme, God wot, of these fine natuers aer. 

K 
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There be that biets, yet gronttf and whinea wHhall; 

There be that wiuriea, yet 8#eare and saythay loes; 

There be that stops, and stealli away tha ball; 

There be that plantes a weede, and plucks a roes; 

There be pleads wante, to whom the fountaine floes : 
Such hieds there haps to maka the world to tbincke 
At fayre welt-head they ueede not for to drincka. 



The whales you see eatds vp the little fishe. 
The pettie peuk with f amnion may not swim ; 
The greatest heads aer fedde with finest dtshe ; 
To foulest pits fayre water runneth trim ; 
Hee gets the gaine that standeth nere the brim; 

He bloes the cole that hath cold fingers still ; 

He starues for bread that hath no come at mill. 



A world to see, the course and state of thingSj 

Some would get vp, y^ kuoes not where to light; 

Some soer the skies that neuer had no wings ; 

Some wrastle well by cuoning, not by might ; 

Some seems to iudge fayre coulours without sight; 
And eury one, with ^ome odde shift or grace^ 
In world, at will^ runs out a goodly race* 



But, to be plaine, I lagg and come behinde, 
\^ As I wear lame, and had a broken legg; 

Or els I cannot lye within the winde 
And barken s.ti^I, what I might easlie begg; 
I neede not say in mouth I baue a gegg, 

For I haue spoke and sped in matters small. 
By heipe of him that hath my uerses all. 
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But farre, God vet, I am firom that I seeke. 

And misse the laarke that BDany men do hit; y^^ 

Wherfore salt tears do trickle downe the cbeeHey 

And hart doth feele full many a wofiaUfit> 

And so aside in soUem sorrow sit. 

As one in deede that is forsaken cleane 

Wher moatlte doth deserue, and l^est doth meane. 



No matter now though eoh man march and tread 
On him that hates the life he bears about. 
Yet such as shall these beany uerses read 
Shall finde I blame my fortune out of doot, 
But sens on hope no better hap will sprout, 
I yeild to deaths and vpward lift the minde 
Wher lothsome life shall present comfort finde. 



Sens hope can haue no bony from the hiue. 
And paines can plucke no pleasure for his toile, 
It is but vaine for weery life to strine 
And streatch out time with torment and tornioile; 
Get what we can, death triumph es oer the ftpoile. 

Tlian note this well, though we win neer so mitch, 
When death taeks al, we leaoe a mizer ritch. 



To Hue and lacke is doble death in deede; 

A presente death exOeeds a lingring woe; 

Sens no good hap in youth did helpe my neede. 

In sige why should I striue for fortune soe } 

Old yeers are come, and hacsts me hens to goe. 
The time draws on, I hate the life I haue, 
When hart shall breake, my griefe shall ende in graue. 
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Should I seeke life that finds no place of reft, 
Ne soile nor seate to shroude me from the ayre? 
When cramping colde bedipps my carefull brest 
And dollor driues my hart in decpe dispayre? 
For such foule dayes darkc death is wondrous fayre j 
As good to make the skrawlling worms a feast. 
As pleas the world, wher mischiefe maks her neast. 



Hie time it is to haest my carkas hens; 

Youth stoole awaye, and felt no kinde of ioye, 

And age he laft in tranell euer sens'; 

The wanton dayes that made me nice and coye 

Wear but a dreame, a shadoe, and a toye. 
Sith slaurye heer I finde, and nothing els. 
My hoem is thcar wher soule in freedome dwels. 



In warrs and woe my yeers aer waested clean ; 
r What should I see. if lordly lief I led ? 

^ I lock in glas, and finde my cheeks so lean. 
That eury owre I do but wishe mee ded : 
Now back bends downe, and forwards faulls the bed, 
And hollow eyes in wrinckled brow doth shrowd, 
As though two stars wear crcping vnder clowd. 



The lipps waxe cold, and locks both pale and thin; 

The teeth fawlls out, as nutts forsoek the shaell; 

the baer bald head but shoes whear hear hath bin ; 

The liuely ioynts waxe weery, stiffe, and staell ; 

The reddy tongue now folters in his taell ; 

The wearishe face, and tawney collour shoes 
The corraeg quaills, as strength decayet and goes. 
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The 8weet« d«Htet are droun^ in dulled miode; 

The gladsome epcMrts to groning sighee are bent; 

The frisking lims 90 farre Arom frame I fiode. 

That I forthincke the time that youth hath spent; 

But when I way that all these things wear lent. 
And J mast pay the earth her dntie throw, 
I shrincke no whit to yeld these pleasure* now. 



Had I pos8e9t the giftes of fortune heer* 
A house, a wyfe, and children therewithallf 
And had in store (to make my fre^den good cheer) 
Sntch comm^ things as neighbours hane at call, ~^. 

In such ditpayre perchaunce I would not fall; 
But want of this» and otiier lackes a skore. 
Bids me seeke death, and wisbe to Hue no morei 



Yet for to beare a peace of all my woea 
(And to impart the priuie pangs I fek) 
From countrie soile, a sober wife I cboet, r 

In mine owne house with whom. I seldom dwelt; ^ 

When thousandes slepte I waekt, I swet, I swelt 
To compas that 1 ncuer could attaine. 
And still Irom hoem abroed I braek my bratae. 



The thatcher bath a cottage poore you see, 
The sheppard knoes where he sbal sleepe at night. 
The daily djrudge from cares can quiet bee: 
Thus fortune sends some rest to eurye wight. / 

So borne I was to boose and lande by right; 
But in a bagg to court I brought the same 
From Shrewsbrye towne, a seate of auncient fame. 

L 
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What thinkei my frindes that thear behind I laftl 
What fault finds the that gaue me lief and suck? 
O courting fien, thou art to cold a craft 1 
Tlie carter haeth at hoem much better luck. 
Well, well, I saye, a doe all worldly muck, 
Ne bowse, nor land we bear awaye, I kaoe 
I naked cam, and naked hence must goe. 



The greatest kyng must pas the self saem way^ 
Our daye of byrth and bnriall are alike; 
Their ioye, their pompe, their wealth, and rich araye 
Shall seen consnem, like inow that lies in dieck; 
No bucklar semes when sodayn death doth striek. 
As seen may coem a poer man's soule to blys. 
As may the rich, or greatest lord that Is. 



Well, ear my breath my body doe forsaek, 

My spreet I doe bequeath to God ab6ae; 

My bookes, my skrowls, and songs that I did maek, 

I leaue with fjrindes, that freely did me loue: 

To flyring foes, whoes mallice did me moue, 

I wyshe, in haest, amendment of their wayes; 

And to the court and courtiars happy dayes. 



My fortuen straunge to straungers doe I leaue. 

That strangly can retain such straung mishap; 

To such as still in world did me disseaue 

I wyshe they may bewaer of such lyk trap; 

To sclandrous tongues, that kyld me with their clap^ 

I wyshe more rest than they banc gyuen me; 

And hies tboes sbreaws that corst and crabbed be. 
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To such at yet did neuer pleasuer man 

I giue those ryems that nyps the gawlled hack; 

To such as would do good and if they can, 

I wyshe good luck, long lief, and Toyd of lack; 

To currysh karls a whyp and collyar's sack; 

And to the proud, that stands vpon their braus^ 
A waynskot face, and twenty crabtree staues. 



To surly syers, that scorns the meaner sort, 

A night cap foord with foyns, I them bequeath; 

To such as skowU at others good report 

(And sets much stoer by their own paynted sheath) 

In sien of luck, I giue a willow wreath : 

To such as aer vnnaemd and merits mutch. 
The stoeu I leaue that tries the gold by tutch. 



To gentill race, with good conditions ioynd, 
I wyshe inoer ioy than man imagin maye; 
And sens for pooer I haue no money coynd, 
God graunt them all a mery mariage daye; 
To such as doth delyte in honest playe 

I wyshe the gold that I haue lost thearby. 
And all the wealth I want befoer I dye. 



Now frends shaek hands, I must be gon, my boyes : 
Our myrth taeks end, our triumph all is don ; 
Our tykling talk, our sports and myrry toyes 
Do slyed away, lyke shadow of the son. 
Another corns, when I my race haue ron. 

Shall passe the tyme with you in better plyt, 
And finde good cause of greater things to wryt. 



SippttOtijc* 
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wood's account of churchyard^ augmented Vr BLI9S. FROM ^ ATHENS 

oxoNiENSEs/' edit. 4to. 1813. vol. i. col. 727. 

Thomas churchyard was bom of genteel parents in the ancient borough 
pf Shrewsbury, and being much addicted to letters when a child, his father, who 
Jia4 A fondness for him, caused him to be carefully educated in grammar 
l^wtning, and to sweeten his studies was taught to play on the lute. When he 
jcame to the age of about 17, he left his father and relations, and with a sum of 
JQQQ.ey then given to him, he went to seek his fortune ^ and his heels being, 
.egually restless with bis head, he went to the royal court, laid aside his books, 
^nd.for a time, so. long as his money lasted, became a royster. At length being 
reduced low in his purse, he was taken into the service of the most noble, 
.UiurQed, and poetical Henry Howard, earl of Surrey, lived with him as servant 
four yefirs m the latter end of K. Hen. 8. In which time applying himself to 
his book and to the exercising his muse in poetry, he was much countenanced 
by^that mosifc noble count; but that earl being untimely cut off to the great 
regret of the learned men of that time, in Jan, 1546, the hopes of Churchyard's 
rising higher were in a manner buried in his grave. Afterwards he turned a 
soldier of fortune, learned their postures and duty, but suffered much hardship i 
left that employment, travelled very far to learn the modern tongues, or at least 
some smattering in them, returned, was wholly bent to his study, and then spent 
some ti^e in Oxon, in the condition at least of an hospes among his country* 

M 
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men of Wales; but haTtny a rambling head, retum'd to hit warlike employ* 
ment, went into Scotland, as it seems, was there taken prisoner, and upon a, 
peace made, returned to the court very poor and bare, spoiled of all, and his 
body in a sickly and decay'd condition. It was then that he resolved to continue 
at home and never go to the wars again, and being then about 30 years of age, 
he went to Shrewsbury for recmits, and as it seems, for a time, to Oxon* At 
length he was taken into the service of Robert earl of Leicester, chancellor of 
the university of Oxon, bnt found him not such a master as Surrey, being as 
much different as gold is from gUss. Afterwards he wooed a rich widow called 
Catharine Browning, but she giving him no countenance, he became much 
passionate, and troubled in mind. In the Spring (bllowing, he, contrary to his 
former resolutions, went to the wars again, (in Flanders as it seems) had a 
command there, was wounded and taken prisoner ; but, shewing himself a person 
^f bravery and breeding, was respected and well used by the enemy, who setting 
a great ransome upon him, escaped by the endeavours of a lady of considerable 
quality, and his supplies for that end were by her exhibited. Afterwards he 
trudged On foot threescore miles thro' by-ways before he could ccme to his 
friends; went home, recruited, went to the wars again, was taken, committed to 
close custody for a spy, condemned to lose bis bead by martial law ; but by th4t 
endeavours of a noble dame was reprieved, relievM, and sent away. So that 
returning home, he sought again after a wife, and whether he took one, in truth I 
cannot tell, nor how his life was spent after 1580, when by the men of those timet 
he was accounted a good poet, by others a poor court-poet, but since as much 
beneath a poet as a rhimer. As for his works, some of them are in prose, but 
I mostly in poetry, yet many of them quite lost, and much labour have I taken Co 
recover the titles of these following : 

The Tragedy of Tho, Mowbray Duke qf Norjblk. This is a poem printed in The 
Myrrourfor Magistrates, &c. 1559, in which edition Tho. Churchyard's name is not 
set to it, yet it is in the second, 1587, and in the third, 16 tO. 

Chippes, containing twelve several Labours. Lond. [1565,] 1575,* qu. part 1* 
[Bodt. 4to. C. 48. Art. Seld.] 'Tis a poem dedicated to Christopher Hatton, esq. 
captain of the queen's guard, and gent, of her majesty's privy-chamber* The 
twelve several labours therein are these: (I) The Siege of Leeth, an. 1560. (3} A 
farewell to the World. (3) A feigned Fancy qf the Spider and the Gout. (4) A dol^l 

• TAn editioa 4to. Lood. ISffB, in die valuable Ubrarj of the mutiaU of BUodford. See BibL 
Blandlford. Fasc. 4. pag, 5 ] 



DUwune aS • lady and a KnighL (5) The Hood into Scotland by Sir Will. Drewry, 
Knighi, 13 Elizab. Dom. 1570-1. (6) Sir Sim, BurleyU Tragedy. (7) A Tragical 
Diseourte ^ the unhappy Man't Uft* (8) A Discourse qf Virtue, (9) fJit Dream, 
wriiien to WiU. Herbert, etq. dmelUng ai 8. CiUians by Carlton in Walet. {\0) A Talc 
qf a Friar and Shoemaker's Wife. (11) Siege qf Mdinburgh^Castle, 15 FJizab. at which 
Service Sir WiU, Drewryy Knight, wu generaL (12) The whole Order qf receiving qf 
the Bueen*e Muf^eety into BriitoL 

Ch^pee tUc* ike eeeond Part* Hut was by him, the said Churchyard, written, but 
whether printed I cannot tell, for I have not yet seen the book. 

A lamentable and pitiful Detcr^tionof the wo^ul Wan in Flanders, since the four last 
years of the Emperor Charles the fifth his Beign; with a [bri^e'\ Rehearsal of many things 
done since that Season, until this present Year, and death of Don John, Loud. 1578, qu. 
f Bodl. 4to. C. 16. Art. B?.] Written in prose, and dedicated to sir Franc. WaU 
siogham, principal secretary of state. 

A light Bundle qf lively Disanirm celled Churchyard's Charge. Lond. 1580, qu. 
*Tii» all poetry, and was presented as a new-year's gift to the earl of Surrey. [A 
fine copy among Wood's books. No. 482.] 

The Story of Jane Shore, Concubine* to if* Edw. 4. and qfthe disposing qf her Goods 
by K, Richard, S(c,f 

The Story qf Tho. Wolsey.. This, (which is imperfect) as also The Story qf Jane 
Shore, are poems, and remitted into the second part of 7 he Myrrourfor Magistrates, 
printed with the first at Lond. 1587, qn. Afterwards the story of Wolsey being 
made perfect, it was remitted in the third edition of the said Myrrour, &c. 1610. 

A spark qf F^iends^ and warm good-will, ihtU tkewteth the effect qf good qffection, &c. 
Lond. 1588, qu. This, which is written in prose, is dedicated to sir Walt. Ra'eigb. 
'Tis a short discourse of friendship. 

A Descrip^on and Discourse qf Fapw, amd the Benefits that it brings; with the setting 
forth qf a Paper-Mill, buUt near Dari\ferd by a High German called Mr. Spilman, y 
Jeweller to the Queen, Lond. 1588, qu. [Bodl. 4t04 C. 16. Art. BS.] written in verse. 

The honour qf the Lam. Lond. 1596. 'Tis a poem in one sh* and half in qu. 

• [Hstb not Shores Wyk, tlthoogh • light skiits she, 
GWn him a duuite, long, iMtiog memory ? 

Tht Return from Pamaasus, act 1. mc S. Old. Plays, vol. iii. p, Sl6.] 
t [See the whole of this piece m printed in the Mirrourfor Magistraia. in Cemura Literaria, 
1806, il. 991—13; and the additional ttansas printed in the ChaUcnge will bo found in Uie same 
vol. pp. 309— 317.^ 
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Chmce Mirrour ^ Bmemry l&c Load. 1597| qu« Tbis. J ^ve aol; .ta«n, *€uM 
therefore I caonot tell whether it be in rerte or psoiit. 

Th§ tMTthiness iff Waleu This, which takei^Shrqi^sbire within the Ckwipftfi,.!* 
written in verse, and fitinted in an Englifth ch«wfitfBi» in %a. {jLond. IfiST^ 
repriuted 8vo.] 
y. Tragical Discoursf qf the unhappy Maa?4 Xf/^. ITl^ ^aIm 1 bftsie iWMt yet aeen*^ 
He hath copies of verses also in divers books that camamnt in4lif ^SkOkt, |»afjticolaitl|r 
in that called The Paradise qf demiy Dgvitet^iol, U>$h*%io .aU-^ahlQll miigr he.f^nly 
seen bis great passion in bewailing snd bmmataiag :iiie fimi|tou|ie0 of -toiww Jii^ 
hath also translated into English, .and coUeoted (with one Ric. A9«>) a book 
entit. A true Ducaurte Huiorkal qf ike tueeeedmg Gwemon m the yeiherJantUf ^md 
the Civil Wars there, began M the Year 1565y.&c Iiond* l€OS, ^qo. whieh tranfla-s 
t-ion was taken oat of the rev. £• -Meteranns of lAntwejrp his 13 bo^ka MiUoria 
BelgiciPf &c. 

This author, Churobyard, d«cd.pQQr»aadis hnned .near the faahnis. old ^poet John 
S^elton in the choir of St. Margarets chnroh in Wegtmaaster. See Waavevy p. 497« 



[Churchyacd did not die till after the accession a( JL James, for he has a>Ftfaa 
Triumphal on the king's entry, 15th of March, 1603. Wballby.] 

The exact date of his deeeaee has not yet been .discovered, but Mr. George 
Chalmers f has retrtOTed his day of burial from the pariah register of St. Mar^ 
garet*8. This was April 4, 1^04. 

Nothing remains but to add ihe • titles lOf^uch pi«o«s.as ^ter all .his labour) 
escaped the researeh of my fnadaeasaor. 

1. Dmuie Vicart Drmme, written, iie tells iis,t * in king £dvard's daieii, and 
which one Camell wrote against, whome I openlyicon£ntfd.' Jiis defenee was, 

2. A pkyn and'fynaUceeifiiUaiemMf>CammeW$^^atlyke4A^^ one sheet in foUo. 

3. A Discotme qf RebeUian,' drarnne farih'/or to wttme tka ntonteR -wi^lei hfiw to4nipe[ 
their headet an Metr theHtder*^ 1570. 

4. Lisamrteqf ihe^aeenU Me^^iAi EnterUmmnt in Sltfi)lh.and ^Sar,^itlh^i First 
printed in 15'77-8, and reprinted in Nichols's Progresses* 

* [A TragieaU Discourse qf the unhtgipy mm^t ii/^ -wMdi Wo<Ml did not liiteever, It in The 
firsts parte qf Chippes, \9(5* It li a history of his omr^tnffeibrtaaM, aiid eeotoia* MVOwl^fflrtlcuUrs 
not given bjr any of his biographers.] 

t {Apology fbr the Believers in the ahakapeaft Peepers, p. ^.] 

X rin the preface to his Chaltenge.J 

i [Catalogue qf the Duks qf Roxburgh's bookSt IBIS, Ko. 3318.] 



5* itf iVotM <i^ the Some» Inserted in the Auncient Orier, 8^e. qf Prince Arthure, 
Robinson styles Churchyard the queen's < capteyn, poet, and esquire.' 

6. CkurchyanP* Choice, 4to. licensed in 1 579. 

7* ji warning for the wite, affore to ikejbnd, a hridle to the lewde, and a glaste to the 
good. WritUnqfthe late earthquake chanced in London arid other placet the 6th of April, 
, 15(M) : far the glotrie of God ami benefite cf men thai wariely can walke, and wisely can 
judge. Set forth in verse and prose, by Thomas Churchyard, gentleman. Lond. 8vo. It 
is dedicated to Alexander Nowel, dean of St. I^aul's, and followed by A short discourse 
upon, the earihqu^, with a pious introduction and prayer ; and a poetical improvement qf 
other accidents, signed by Richard Tarlton, the queen's jester, and the most humorous 
comedian of his time.* 

8« The Epitaph qf sir Philip Sidney, knight, lately lord gouernour qf Flvihing. Lond. 
by George Robinsoiii without daHe, in one sheet 4to. (1578.) In a volume of old 
tracts given by Mrs. Browne Willis to bishop Tanner, now in the Bodleian. 

9. A feast full of sad cheat, being Epitaphs on the earl qf fVorcester, sir James 
Acn^, eontndler qf the household, sir Will, ff inter, sir Will. Holstock, controller qf the 
navy. Dr. Underhill, bithop qf Oaderd, Aco. Lond. 1592, 4to. In the Bodleian. 

10. Churchyard's Challenge, London, by Wolfe, 1593, 4to. See extract and table 
of contents in Centura Literaria, ii. 307. 

^^' 11. The Mirrour and Manners of Men, Lond. 1594, 4to. Written, as he says, 
fifty years before. 

^ 12. itf musieall consort qf heavenly Harmtmie (compounded out qf manie parts of 
MusickeJ called Churchyard's Charitie, London, 1595, 4to. 

^ 13. A Praise qf Poetry: some notes thereqf drawen out qf the Apohgie the noble- 
minded knight sir Phillip Sydney wrote. Printed with the former, and reprinted in 
Ceru. Liter aria, volumes iii. and iv. 

14. The fortunate farewell to the most forward and noble earle qf Essex. Lond. 
1599, 4to. 

15. The welcome home qf the earU qf Essex. Lond. 1599. Reprinted in Nichols'^ 
Progresses. 

16. i^ Blessed Balm to search and salve Sedition, 4to. 1604, in verse, on account 
of the plot in which the two priests, Watson and Clark, were executed. 

17. A Rebuke to Rebellion. A poem. MS, Reg. in Mus. Brit. 17 B vii. 

• [Se« Oough*8 British TDpography, i. ^1, and the Catalogue qf the Hartcian Pamphlets, 
no. SSS.] 

N 
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But another cariosity of the same description has heen discoyered bj a friend, who 
has most liberally allowed me to make this public use of it. This is a collection 
with the following title: 

IT €])i\fitma^ tstnUt^ netoelp 3|nprinteti. 

[Wood-eut qf our Saviour crucified between the two thieves.'] 

IT SfnprpnteD at lonDon, in t|)e ftotnltrpt 
bp ftpcbarD )te(e, Dtoedpng at tt)t longe 
fitp tmdec favnt i^vltatbtf^ €i)]fttt)t. 

It is impossible to say whether the whole of this valuable relique be of Kele's 
printing, since it is imperfect. For my own part I conceive it to be a part of 
at least three volumes of ciiroU as there are tbrae different sets of signatures. 
The first wants probably only the colophon or last leaf, but the others are too 
imperfect to allow any reasonable conjecture as to their extent or contents. 

The foUpwing extracts wiU give the reader a fair idea of the nature of these com- 
positions, and the taste of the times in which they were collected for general 
dispersion. Nor would he be Uss surprized at the manners of our ancestors, if 
delicacy did not restrgiu me from glviog publicity to some of thfse curious 
songs, two of which contain th^ most gross and disgusting obscenity. 

It only remains to state that the volume or volumes were probably printed betweeu 
1546 and 1552, during which time Kele lived at the Long Shop in tho Poultry, 
and at the sign of the £agle near unto Stocks Market, in Lombard-street. 

^ Now 9fng§ ve m$ we were vrai, 

Uexilla regit prodeunt* 

^ Thb kiges baner on felde is pUyd, 
The crosses m&stry cl not be oayd. 
To wboni our sanyogr was betrayd. 
And for our sakf , 
llius sayth he, I »yfra for the, 
My deth I take. 

Now tynge we, &c. 

^ Beholde my shankes, behold my knees, 
Beholde my bed, armes, and thees, 
Beholde of me nothyng thou sees. 



Snt sorowe and pyne^ 

Thus was I ipylt» Man* for tlqr gylt*^ 

And not for m]rne! 

Now tynge w§, Blc, 



^ Behold my body how Joiref it donge, 
W^ knots of whipcord and scourges strong. 
As stremes of a well y* blode out sprog 
On eaery syde. 
The knottes were knyt 
Ryght well made with wjrt^ 
They made woundes wyde* 

^ Man, y« shalt now vnderstand 
Of my head, bothe fote and hand. 
Are four . C . and fyne thousand 
Woundes, and sixty; 
Fifty and • vii • were tolde full euen. 
Upon my body. 

Now tyng we, &c* 

5f Syth I for lone bought the so dere» 
As thou may se thy self here« 
I pray the with a ryght g^d chere 
Loue mei^ayne, 
That it lykes me 
To sufire for the 
Now- all this payne. 

Now 9tfng flPf, 4cc. 

f Man, vnderstand now thoa shall. 
In sted of drynke they gaue me gall« 
And eysell mengled ther withalU 

O 
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The Jewes fell 

These paynes on me, I suffired for the 

To biyng the fro helL 

Now tyng toe, fcc 

^ Now for thy lyfe thou hast mys led» 
Mercy to ashe be thou not adred. 
The lest drop of blode that I for y« bled 
Myght dense the soone 
Of all the sjrn 
The vorlde within . 
If thou haddest doofie 

Now tyng we, &c 

% I was more wrother with Judas, 
For he wold no mercy aske. 
Than I was for his trespai 
Whan he me soldo; 
I was euer redy 
To graunt hym mercy 
But he none wolde. 

Now tyng we, &c 



% Lo, bow I hold my armes abrode, 
The to receyue redy I sprede. 
For the great loue that I to the had 
Well may thou knowe; 
Some loue agayne 
I wolde full fayne 
Thou woldest to me shewe. 
Now tyng we, &e. 

% For loue I aske nothyng of the. 

But stand fast in faythe, and syn thou fle. 
And payne to lyue in honeste. 



9otbe nyght and day. 
And thon slfalt haue blyi 
That nener shall mys 
Withonten nay* 

Nmo tyng we^ ito* 

^ Now, Jesu, for thy |^at goodnes. 
That for man suffred great hardues, 
Saue Ts fro the deuyls cruelnes. 
And to blys vs send 
And graut vs grace, to se thy face 
IVithouten ende, 
Apw, &C. 
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O my keri it too! 

Mary dyde toy to, 

For to te my dere tone dye, 

Seyng I haue no m<v 



^ Whan that my swete sone 
Was . XXX • wynter olde. 
Than the trasrtour Judas 
He became wonders bolde; 
For . XXX . plates of money. 
His mayster had he solde; 
But whan I wyst of that, 
Ix>rde, my herte was coldel 
O my herip it wof 
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5f On shcre thureday, 
Truely than thus it wts. 
On my sones dethe 
That Judas dyd compas; 
Many were the Jewea, 
That folowed hym by trace. 
And before them all 
He kyssed my 'sonet face. 
my herte it wot 



^ My sone before Pylate 
Then brought wai he, 
And Peter sayd . iii . tymes 
He knewe hym not parde; 
Pylate sayd to the Jewes, 
Now what say ye ? 
They cryed all with one voyce, 
Crucifige, Cmcifige! 

my hert is wo! 

«[ On good fryday 

At the mount of Caluary, 
My sone was on the erpste. 
And nay led with nay let there; 
Of all the frendes that he had, 
Neuer one could he se. 
But gentyll Johan, the euaugelyst. 
That styll dyde stand hym by. 
my hert it too! 



^ Though I sorowfull were. 
No man haue no wonder. 
For how it was the erth qtiaked. 
And honyble was the Aonderj 
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I loked vpon my swete sone^ 
The cros that he stode Tuder, 
Lungeus came with a long tperey 
And claue hit herte asonder* 
my heri is wo! 



My harte c^f golde at true as siele. 
Am 1 me Uned to a bough, 
Infayth but yf ye loue my well, 
Lorde so Robyn lough, 

Mt lady went to Caunterbary, 
The saynt to be her bothe. 
She met with Gate of Malmesbery, 
Why shepyst thou in an apple rote? 
My hart, &c« 

^ Nyne myle to Mychelmat, 
Our dame began to brew, 
Mychell set his mare to gras, 
Lorde so fast it snew. 
iify harte, &c« 

For you, loue, I brake my glasse^ 
Your gowne is furred with blew^ 
The deuyll is dede: for there I was, 
I wys it is full trew. 
My hart, &C 

^ And yf ye slepe, the cocke wyll crow. 
True hart thynke what I say, 
Jacke napes wyll make a mow, 
Loke, who dare say hym nay? 
jify hart, &c* 

P 
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5r I pr&y you haue me now in mynde, 
I tell you of the mater. 
He blew his home agaynst the wynde, 
The crow gothe to the water* 
My hart, &c. 

^ Yet I tell you mekyll more. 
The cat lyeth in the cradell, 
I pray you kepe true hart in store, 
A peny for a ladell. 
My hart, &c. 

^ I swere by saynt Katheryn of Kent, 
The gose gothe to the grene, 
All our dogges tayle is brent, 
It is not as I wane. 
My hart, &c. 
• 

f[ Tyrlery lorpyn, the lauerocke songe. 
So meryly pypes the sparow; 
The cow brake lose, the rope ran home, 
Syr, god gyue yow good morow. 
My hart, &c. 



DE CIECUMCJSIONE DOMINI, 

To enerecue our toy and hlyue 
Christtu natus est nobis. 

Make we mery in hall and bowre, 
And this gloryous lady honor we. 
That to vs hathe borae our sauyour. 
Homo sine semine. 

To encfease, &c. 



<f For as the sonne that shyneth bryght^ 
Perceth no glas that we may se. 
So coceyaed she Jesu full of myght 
Cum Tirginitatis honore. 
To eficreate, &c, 

f^ Ysay prophecyed longe befonie, 
How this Emanuel borne sholde be. 
To saue his people that were forlome 
Dux exurget regere. 

f We were all in great dystresse 
Tyll this lorde dyd make vs free, 
Wherof this feste beryth wytnes, 
Uenit nos redimere. 

To encreate, &c« 

.^ A token of loue he fyrst now shewed, 
That he on ts wolde haue pytye. 
Whan he for vs was crucsrfed^ 
Ujt declaratur hodie. 

To encreate, &c. 

% Most gloryons lady, we the pray, 
That, bereth the crowne of chastyte, 
Brsmge vs to the blysse that lasteth aye 
Feliciter congandere. 

To encrease, &c. 
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Be we mery in this feste 
Tn fuo saluatsr naius est, 

Im Betheleem, that noble place^ 
As by prophesy sayd it was^ 
Of the vyrgyn Mary, full of grace, 
Saluator mundi natus est. 
Be we mery, &c, 

^ On chrystmas nygbt an angel it tolde 
To the shephardes, kepyng theyr folde. 
That into Betheleem with bestes wolde 
Saluator mundi natus est. 
Be we mery, &c. 

^ The shephardes were copassed ryght. 
About them was a great lyght, 
Drede ye nought, sayd the avgell bryght, 
Saluator mundi natus est. 
Be we mery, &c. 

^ Beholde to you we brynge great ioy. 
For why, Jesus is borne this day 
(To vs) of Mary, that inylde may, 
Saluator mundi natus est. 
Be mery, &c. 

^ And thus in fayth fynde it ye shall, 
Lyenge porely in an oxe stall. 
The shephardes than lauded god all. 
Quia Saluator mundi natus est. 
Be mery, &c. 
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A NSW CAROLL OF OUR LADY, 

^ Nowelly Nowellf Nmell^ Nowell,* 
This ioyd ihe aungell Gubryell, 

LoRDES and ladyes all by dene, 
For your goodnes and honour 
I wyll you synge all of a quene. 
Of all women she Is the floure. 
Nowell f &c. 

^ Of Jesse there sprange a wyght, 
Isay sayd by prophesy, 
Of whome shall com a man of myght, 
From.dethe to lyfe he wyll vs bye. 
Nowell f &c. 

^ There cam an aungell bryght of face, 
Flyenge from heuen with full gret lyght. 
And sayd, Hayle ! Mary, full of grace. 
For thou shalt here a man of myght. 
Nowell, &c. 

^ Astonyd was that lady free. 

And had meruayle of that gretynge, 
Aungell, she sayd, how may that be, 
For neuer of man I had knowynge? 
Nowell, &c. 

• Noel, in French, or Nomell, as it is generally spelled in English, is a corruption from the Latin 
Natalitt and indicated the festival of our Lord's nativity, as well as the ciyof joy at Christmas. 
Afterwards it was tiie nsnal exchunation of joy on all festivaU, and in Uiis sense is used by Chaucer, 

'< Janus sit by the fire with double herd. 
And drinketh of his bugle>hom the wine: 
Before him stent braune of the tusked swine, 
And nmoel crieth every lusty man.*' 

Canterbury Tales, v. Il64. 
Q 
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5r Drede the nothynge^ Mary mylde. 
Thou art fiilfylled with great vertew. 
Thou Shalt conceyne and here a chylde. 
That shall he named swete Jeso. 
Nmeil, &c. 

% She knelyd downe vpon her knee. 
As thou haste sayd^ so may it be. 
With hert, thought, and mylde chore, 
Goddes handmayd I am here. 
Nowellf &c. 

^ Than began her wombe to sprynge. 
She went with chylde without man. 
He that is lorde ouer all thynge, 
His flesshe and blode of her had than. 
Nowell, &c 

^ Of her was borne our heuen kynge, 
And she a mayden neuer the lesse, 
Therfore be mery, and let vs synge. 
For this new lorde of Chrystmas. 
Nowell, Kovoell, &c. 



A CAROLL OF THE INNOCENTES. 

% Marke this songe, for it is trewe. 
For it is trewe, as clerkes tell: 
In olde tyme straug thyngs cam to pas, 
Grete wonder and grete meruayll was 
In Israeli. 



^ There was one Qiciauyaiiy 
Octaujan of Rome Baiperoar, 
As bokes olde doth specyff e. 
Of all the wyde worlde trulye 

He was lorde and gouernour* 

^ The Jewes that tyme lackyd a kyng. 
They lackyd a kyng to gyde them well. 
The Empeiour of power and mygbt. 
Chose one Herode agaynst all ryght 
In Israeli. 

This Herode tba was kyng of Jewys, 
Was kyng of Jewys, and be no Jewe, 
Forsothe he was a Panym borne, 
Wherfore on fayth it may be swome 
He reygned kynge Tntrewe* 

^ By prophesye one Isay, 
One Isay, at lest dyd tell, 
A chylde sholde come woderons newys. 
That shold be borne trewe kyng of Jewys 
In Israeli. 

^ This Herode knew one borne shold be. 
One borne sholde be of trewe lenage. 
That sholde be ryght herytour; 
For he but by the Emperour 

Was made by vsurpage, , 

mi Wherfore of throught this kyng Herode, 
This kyDge Herode in grete fere fell. 
For all the days most in his myrth, 
Euer he fered Chrystes byrth 
In Israeli. 



^ Cfrc^tnmje Carols 

5r The tyme came it pleased God, 
It pleased God so to come to pas^ 
For mamiet soule in dede 
His blyssed sone was bonie wyth spede. 
At his wyll wa8« 

^ Tydynges came to kynke Herode, 
To kynge Herode, and dyd hym tell^ 
That one borne forsotb is he, 
Wbiche lorde and kynge of all shall be 
In Isiraell. 

^ Herode thS raged as he were woode^ 
As he were wode of this tydynge^ 
And sent for all his scrybes sure. 
Yet wolde he. not trust the scrypture. 
Nor of theyr G0uncel]3mge* 

^ Than this was the conclusyon, 
The conclusyon of his cooncell. 
To sende vnto his knyghtes anone 
To sle the chyldeme eaerychone 
In Israeli. 

f This cniell kynge this tyranny, 
This tyranny dyd put in vre, 
Bytwene a day and yeres too. 
All men chyldeme he dyd sloo 
Of Cryst for to be sure. 

^ Yet Herode myssed his cruell pray. 
His cruell pray as was goddes wyll, 
Joseph with Mary than dyd fle. 
With Chryst to Egypt gone was she. 
From Israeli. 
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^ All thif whyle this tyrantes^ 
Thifl tyrantes wolde not couert, 
Sut innocentes yonge 
That lay sokynge. 

They thiyst to the herte. 

% This Herode sought the chyldren. 
This chyldren yonge, with corage fell, 
Sut in doynge thys vengeaunce 
His owne sone was slayne by chaunce 
In Israeli. 

^ Alas I th3rnke the moders were wo. 
The moders were wo, it was grete skyl, 
What motherly payne 
To se them slayne; 

In cradels lyeng styll! 

% But God him selfe hath thesrm electe. 
Hath theym electe, in heuyn to dwell. 
For they were bathed in theyr blode. 
For thejrr baptym forsoth it stode 
In Israeli. 

^ Alas! agayne what hartes had they. 
What harts had they those babes to kyll. 
With swerdes whan they hym caught. 
In cradels they lay and laught. 
And neuer thought yll. 



R 



62 



N NO. III. 



SONNETS WRITTEN BY SIR PHILIP SYDNEY^ NOT IN HIS WORKS. 



Now printed from a Manuscript ia the Bodleian Library. 



I. 



A SATYRE once did runn awaye for dreade 

Of 8ound of home, that he him selfe did blotre^ 

Fearinge and fearde, thas from him selfe he lledd, 
Deeming strange euill in that he did not know. 

Sucbe canseles feares when cowardes mynds do take, 

It makes them flye that which they fayne woulde hane; 

As this poore heaste that did his t^st fbrsake, 

Seekinge not whi, but how, him selfe to sane. 

Euen so myght I, for doubte which I conceyue 

Of myne owne soute, myne owne good hope betray e, 

And so myghte T, for feare of (maye be), leaue 
The sweet pfersute of my desyred praye; 

Better be lyke thy sat3nre, deerest Dier, 

That bumte his lypps to kiss fayr shininge fyre. 
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II. 



lYiB dartCy the beames, the stinge so itronge I prone, 

Whiche my chefe parte dothe paige throughe, parche, and tye. 

That of the stroke, the heat and knott of loue. 
Wounded, iuflamde, knkt to the deatbe, I dye. 

Hardned, and ooulde, farr from affectione's snare 

Was once my mynde, my temper, and my ]yfe; 

While I that syghte, desyre and vowe forbare 

Whiche to auoyde, quenche, lose, noughte hosted stryfe. 

Yet will not I grelfe ashes thralldom change 

For other's ease, their frutte or free estate. 
So braue a shott, deere fyre, and bewtye strange 

Bid me pearce, bnme, and bynde, longe time and late. 
And in my woundes, my' flames, and bondes I fynde 
A salue, freshe ayre, and bryghte contented mynde. 



m,^ 



III. 



Lykk those sick folke, in whome straunge humors flowe. 
Can taste no sweet, the sowre doth only please. 

So to my mynde, whyle passions daylye growe 
Whose fyery flames vpon his freedome lease, 

Joyis straungers be, I cannot byde theire showe; 

Nor brooke ought else than well acquaynted woe. 

Bitter greifes taste me best, my payne is ease; 

Sicke to the death, still louit^e my disease. 
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iv.» 



Thou payne, ye only guest of loath'd constrasmte. 

The chylde of curse, man's weaknes, foster cbylde. 

Brother to woe, and father of complaynte. 

Thou payne, thou hated payne^ from beyen exilde. 

How houldste thou hir, whose eyes constraynt doth feare? 

Whom curst do bless, whose weaknes virtues arme; 
Who other's woes and playnts cann iustly beare; 

In whose swete heauen aupgels of hygbe thoughts swarme? 

What coui'age straunge hath caughte thy caytyfe harte? 

Fear'st not a face that on whole bartes deuonres^ 
Or arte thou from aboue bid playe this parte. 

And so no healpe ga3mst enuye of those powers ? 
If thus, alas, yet whyle those partes haue woe 
So staye hir tongue^ that she no more say O I 



V. 



And haue I herd hir saye *' O cruell payne!" 

And doth she knowe what moulde her bewtye bears? 

Moumes she in truths and thiukes that others fayne? 
Feares shee to feele, and feeles not others fears? 



* This, with the following, (and two other Bonnets printed in the " Arcadia** page 475) " were made 
by Sir P. Sidney when his lady hadd a payne in her face, the small poxe." So the MS* 



Or doth she th3mke all payne the mynde forbeares? 

That heauy earth no f3nTc spyrits may playne ? 
That eyes weepe worse than harte in blody teares? 

That sence feeles more than what doth sence contayne? 

No, no, she is to wyse^ she knowes hir face 

Hathe not snche payne, as it makes others haue; 

She knowes the sycknes of that perfect place. 
Hath yet such helth as it my lyfe can sane; 

But this she thynkes our pasmes hyghe cause excuiethei^ 

Where her (whoe should rule payne) false payne abusethe. 
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NO. IV. 



CHARACTER OF SIR WILLIAM CORYEHILL. 

XhE following singular paper is taken from Bowen's MSS. Collections for a His- 
tory of Shropshire, now among the late Mr. Cough's books in the Bodleian. It 
was transcribed by Bowen from the Register of Sir Thomas Botelar, vicar of 
Wenlock, in the reigns of Hen. VIII. Edw. VI. Mary, and Elizabeth. Wenlock 
olim JVimnicas, was first a nunnery erected by St. Milburga, daughter to K. 
Merwald, about 680, who presided over it. It was destroyed by the Danes, but 
restored by Leofric earl of Chester temp. Edw. Conf. but being decayed and 
forsaken, Roger of Montgomery earl of Arundel, Chichester, and Shrewsbury, 
rebuilt and endowed it 14 Will. Conq* for a prior and convent of Cluniac 
monks. It was dedicated to St. Milburg, who. was said to be buried here. It 
was afterwards granted by Hen. VIII. to Augustino de Augustinis. 

** 1546, 26 May, bur^ out of tow tenemt" in Mardfold-street, next St. Owen's 
well, S*. W"». Corvehill, Priest of the service of o' lady in this ch', wc»» 2 teiTts belong*^ 
to the 8^ service, he had them in his occupacon in pt of his wages, w^b was viij 
marks and the s^ houses in an ov'plus. He was well skilled in geometry, not by 
speculation but by experience : could make organs, clocks and chimes : in kerving, 
in masonry, and silk weaving and painting, and could make all instrument" of 
musick, and was a very patient and gud man ; borne in this borowe, somtyme monk 
iti the monastery i two brethren he had called Dopne John, monk in s^ montry, and 
S'. Audr". Corvehill, a secular priest, who died atCroyden, in Surry, on whose souls 
God haue mercy. All this country had a great loss of S^ W>°. for he was a good 
bell founder, and maker of frames." 
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NO. V 



FAIRY POEMS. 



In a MS. collection of poems by various persons, among Dr. Rawlinson's books 
in the Bodleian (MSS. Raw!. Poet. 147.) I find the first poem ascribed to Sir 
Simeon Steward. Of this person I can learn no particulars, but suppose him to 
have been of a Northamptonshire family, and educated at Cambridge. 



THE FAEREY KING,* 

When the monthly horned queene 
Grew jealous that the starrs had seene . 
Her rising from Endymion's armes, 
lu rage she threw her misty charmes 
Into the bosome of the night, 
To dinime theire curious pryeing sight ^ 
Then did the dwarfish Faery elves. 
Having first attyr*d themselves, 
Prepare to dresse their Oberon King 
In light robes fitt for revelling: 

• Tliis has been collated with a printed copy, entituled, " A Description of the Kuig and Queene 
of Fayries, their Habit, Faie, their Abode, Pompe, and State. Being very delightful! to the Sense, 
and full of Mirth. London, printed for Richiurd Harper, and are to be 89id 9^ his shop, at the 
Ilospitall Gate, l635." 
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With 9. cobweb shirt more thinne. 

Than ever spider since coald spin, 

Bleacbt to the whitenesse of the snow. 

By the stormie windes that blow 

In the Tast and frozen ayre; 

No shirt half so fine, so fayre. 

A rich wastcoat they did bring. 

Made of the trout-flie's gilded wing: 

At which his elveship gan td fret. 

Swearing it would make him sweat 

Even with its weight: he needs would weare 

A wascoat wrought of downy haire. 

New shaven from an eunuck's chin. 

That pleas'd him well, 'twas wondrous thin. 

The outside of his doublet was 

Made of the foure-leav'd, true lov'd, graise, 

Chang'd into so fine a glosse. 

With the oyle of crispie mosse; 

It made a rainbow in the night. 

Which gave a lustre passing light: 

On every seame there was a lace 

Drawne by the unctions snail's slow pace. 

To which the fin'st, pur'st silver threed 

Compar'd, did looke like dull pale lead. 

Each button was a sparkling eye 

Tane from the speckled adder's frye; 

And for cooleness next the skin, 

Twas w* white poppey lindc wti»in. 

His breeches of the fleece was wrought. 

Which from Cholchos Jason brought; 

Spun into so fine a yame. 

No mortall wight might it discern^: 

Weav'd by Arachne on her loome^ 

Just before she had her doome* 

A rich mantle he did weare^ 

Made of tinsell gdsameare; 
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Beflowred over with a few 

Diamond stars of morning dew; 

Dy'd crimson in a mayden's blash; 

lin'd with hamble bee's soft plush. 

His cap was all of ladies' love, 

So wondrous light, that it would move, 

If any humming gnat oY flie 

Buzz'd the ayre in passing by. 

About his necke a wreath of pearle 

Dropt from the eyes of some poore girle, 

Pinched, because she had forgot 

To leave cleane water in the pot. 

And for's feather he did weare. 

Old Nisas' fatall purple haire. 

The suord yygirded to his thigh 

Was smallest blade of finest rye ; 

A payre of buskins they did bringe 

Of y« cowladye's corrall winge, 

Powdred ore with spotts of jett. 

And lin'd w^ purple violett. 

His belt was made of mirtle leaues, 

Pleyted in small curious threavs, 

Besett wti> amber couslip's studs. 

And fring'd about wth daysey buds. 

In wci> his bugle-home was hunge. 

Made of the babling Ecchoe's tongue, 

Weh sett vnto his moone-bumt lips 

He winds, and then his Faeryes skipps: 

At that the lazy drone 'gan sound. 

And each did trip a fayrey round. 

Sir Simeon Steward. 
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A DESCRIPTION OF HJS DYET,* 

Now they, the elves, within a trice, 

PteparM a feast les&e great than nice:— • 

Wliere you may imagine first, 

The elves prepare to quench his thirst. 

In pure seed-pearle of infant dew. 

Brought and sweetned with a blew 

And pregnant uiolet, — which done. 

His killing eies begin to ranne 

Quite ore the table, where hee spyes 

The homes of watered butterflies ; 

Of which he eats, but with a little 

Neat coole allay of cuckow's spittle. 

Next this, the red-cap worme, that's shut 

Within the concave of a nut. 

Moles' eyes he tastes, then adder's eares; 

To these for sauce the slaine stagge's teares: 

A bloted earewig, and the pith 

Of sngred rush he glads him with. 

Then he takes a little mothe. 

Late fatted in a scarlet cloth, 

A spinner's ham, the beards of mice. 

Nits carbonado'd, a device 

Before unknowne ; the blood of fleas 

Which gave his elveship's stomacke ease. 

The unctions dew tops of a snaile. 

The broake heart of a nightingale 

Orecome in musicke, with the sagge 

And well bestrowted bee's sweet bagge. 

Conserves of atomes, and the mites 

Of silkeworme's sperme, and the delights 

Of all that ever yet hath blest 

Fayrie land : — so ends his feast. 

• This, with many variations, has been prinied in Henrick's Hesperida, Sro, London, 164B. 
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THE FAIRIES FEGARIES, 



OB, 



r 



Singing and dancing being all their pleasure^ 

Theyle please you mott nicely, if youle be at leature ; 



^ To heare their sweet chanting, itt will you delight, 

' To cure melancholly at morning and night* 

i 

i 

Sung like to the *^ Spanish Gypsie,*^ 



Come follow, follow tne. 
You Fairie elves that bet 
And circle round this g^eene. 
Come follow me your queen. 
Hand in hand lets dance a round. 
For this place is Fayrie ground. 

When mortals are at rest. 
And snorting in their nest. 
Unheard, or vncspy'd, 
Through key-holes we do glide: 
Over tables, stooles, and shelves. 
We tript it with our Fairie elves. 

And if the house be foule. 

Or platter, dish, or bowie. 

Up staires we nimbly creepe. 

And finde the sluts asleepe; 

Then we pindk their armes and thighes, 

None escapes, ]»or none espies. 



^2 fmqt ^mt. 

But if the house be swept. 
And from uncleannesse kept. 
We praise the house and maid. 
And surely she is paid; 
For we do use before we go 
To drop a tester in her shoe. 

Upon the mushroome's head. 

Our table-cloth we spread, . 

A graine o'th finest wheat 

Is manchet that we eate: 

The pearlie drops of dew we drinks 

In akorne-cups filVd to the brinke. 

The tongves of nightiagales. 

With unctious iuyce of snailes. 

Betwixt two nut-shels stewde 

Is meate that's easily chewde: 

The braines of rennes, the beards of laica 

Will make a feast of wondrons price. 

Over the tender grasse^ 
So lightly we can passe,' 
The yong and tender stalke 
Nere bowes whereon we walke. 
Nor in the morfting dew is seene 
Over night where we have beene. 

The grasse-hopper, gnat, and file. 

Serve for our minstrels three. 

And sweetly dance awhile 

Till we the time beguile: 

And when the moone^calfe hides her head^ 

The giow«vorme lights us unto bed. 

THE END. 



Printed bj Monday and Slatter, Oxford* 
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